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PREFACE. 



RflT is with poetry as with music : there are persons 
IKJB who enjoy a common tune or a simple melody 
more than the sublimest strfuns of the great masters ; and, 
in the same way, inferior poetry eometimes finds favour 
with readers who may not care so much for higher works 
of genius. Now that there are many millions of English 
readers, and that they are to be found in every part of the 
world, no one who has clothed in verse, however imper- 
fect, some of the thoughts and feelings of a lifetime, need 
despair of meeting with unknown Mends who will have 
had the same impreBsions or experienced the same emo- 
tions, and who will like to see them reproduced, feebly 
indeed as to talent, but with the earnestness which results 
from strong convictions and strong affections. It ie with 
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this hope that I venture to publish this slight volume, well 
aware that its contents often scarcely deselrve the name of 
poetry, but encouraged by the thought that I have not 
only indulgent friends on whose kindness I can reckon, 
but some of those unknown ones also who will sympathise 
with the spirit of these effusions, though they may be 
alive to their defects. 
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BTWHE breeze wsb ftur and tlie sea was caha, 
SUm And tlie day's last crimson gave 
A bamish'd hue to the sunset sky, 
A light to the sparkling wave. 
" Hnrrah ! for the Golden Gale I" the cty 

Arose from a motley crew, 
Ab the ship which bore them s^'d along 

O'er the ocean field of blue. 
Wild as the waves were the hearts of those 

Whom that crowded vessel bore, 
The homeward-bound who had left that mom 

The rough Galifomian shore. 
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There were joys as keen, and hopes as fresh 

As air from the mountain crests; 
And griefs as deep as the deep, deep sea. 

In those throbbing human breasts. 
The sound of their chorus rose and fell. 

The glee of the rover's lay ; 
The shouts of three hundred men were heard 

Full many a mile away. 

" We are off, we are off ! San Francisco, farewell ! 

We return to old Europe thy wonders to telL 

Farewell to the Sacrament river and plain. 

We have hunted for gold, and not hunted in vain. 

We have worked, we have starved, through the long scorch- 

ing day, 
We have slept like the tiger who lurks near its prey; 
We have toil'd with one hand, with the other hand fought; 
We have led a strange life, and have found what we sought. 
The feeble in body, the cowards in heart. 
Never know the wild joy of the gold-digger's start. 
When the bright metal gleams on the smooth shining sand, 
As he stands o'er his prize, a revolver in hand. 
But now we 're all gentlemen, living at ease. 
And we sail like the ship with a favouring breeze, 
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We have dream'd of the future, the future is come ; 
Hurrah ! for the gold-digger's fortune and home. 
Hurrah ! and hurrah ! for the Golden Gate^s crew, 
Hurrah ! and hurrah ! for her good captain too ; 
Now a cheer for old Europe, for wealth and for ease, 
Whilst the Golden Gate flies like a bird o'er the seas." 



'Twas thus they shouted, thus they sung. 

Until the close of that long day ; 
And then the echoes of their mirth, 

Died in those silent seas away. 
Upon the vessel's deck, not far 

From that unruly restless throng 
Of men who for the most part bore 

The stamp of passions fierce and strong, 
A woman with pale flaxen hair. 

And eyes that long had ceased to weep, 
Sat edgeways on a narrow seat, 

And hush'd a little child to sleep. 
In a low murmuring voice she sang, 

The rippling waves seemed keeping tune, 
A ditty which the girls in France 

Are wont to sing at eve in June. 
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It spoke of love, and hope, and joy ; 

It spoke of holy sunset hours ; 
Of children's voices, maiden's prayers ; 

Of altars decked with summer flowers. 
It was a strain that fill'd the mind 

With thoughts and images of peace ; 
And as she hent to kiss the babe 

Who smiled and patted her pale face. 
It seem'd as though the well-known words. 

The child's caress, the sunset sky. 
Had brought a transient gleam of light 

Into her dim and faded eye. 
Not one of the tumultuous crew 

Knew this poor woman's name, or gave 
More thought to the fair babe and her 

Than to the sea- weed on the wave, 
Except a Breton, Jean Brizieux, 

Who, six or seven months before, 
Had seen her gathering golden dust 

Upon the Sacramento's shore. 
She had a husband then, a man 

Whose stalwart form and joyous eye. 
Had often with half-envious looks, 

Been noticed by the passers by. 
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Where'er he went, whatever he did, 

That patient woman still was there, 
His hopes, his toils, his rough-built shed 

To bless, to brighten, and to share. 
She brought him food ; she cheer'd his heart ; ^T 

She nursed her baby by his side ; 
And When a sun-stroke laid him low, 

When all was o*er of joy and pride, 
She knelt and looked into his eyes. 

And bore up bravely till he died. 
And afterwards ? • • . Alas ! none saw 

The mourner's lonely agony. 
Or mark'd how in that silent shed 

The first dread hours of grief went by. 
To her no human comfort came. 

No one had welcomed her before. 
And now, without one farewell word. 

She left the Californian shore. 

• . . • . 

It was Jean Brizieux wrote the song — 
The bold, wild lay the diggers sang ; 

And midst the shout which rent the air. 
His voice in joyful accents rang. 

But that pale woman's face awoke. 
He knew not why, a sadder mood, 
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And thoughts came crowding fast and thick, 

As on the gangway's side he stood, 
Of those who dwelt at Keir Anna, 

The home he left five years before. 
Bewitched by stories sailors told ^ 

Of San Francisco's golden shore. 
He braved the dangers, liked the life 

In those strange regions, those wide fields. 
Where keen, exciting, breathless toils, 

A sense of wild enjoyment yields. 
No heed the ardent stripling took 

Of weeks, and months, and even years ; 
Each day increased his store of gold, 

He knew no sorrows, felt no fears. 
But letters came from France which threw 

A darkness o'er those golden dreams ; 
The French Conscription law recall'd 

The wanderer from his sunny dreams. 
Alas ! by strong temptation urged, 

His young rebellious spirit rose ; 
And deaf to duty's stern behest. 

To linger o'er the time he chose. 
Unmindful of disgrace at home. 

Forgetful of the pains which wait 
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On all who faithless to its call, 

By absence dare to cheat the State. 
And then he sung " Farewell to France ! 

A brighter prospect woos me here 
Than service, call it bondage, there. 

One more, and then another year, 
And I have gold enough to fling, 
In any country like a king." 
And from that day the reckless boy 

Became a man, and worked more hard, 
And though his spirits still were high 

His laugh was not so often heard. 
" Well, there are fairer lands than France ! 

And gold is gold, and life is life ! " 
These words were on the exile's lips, 

But in his breast a secret strife. 
About ten thousand francs he made, 

And then resolved to sail away 
To England or to Germany. 

'Twas something for a youth to say 
His fortune he had made himself. 

In Jean's prophetic vision rose 
The goodly fabric time would show. 

A merchant prince, if he but chose. 
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In London, Frankfort, or New York. 

Sewn in his belt his treasure lay, 
And neither in the day or night 
He ventured e*er to put away 
The precious girdle's heavy weight. 
" Well, there are fairer lands than France, 

And gold is gold and life is life ! " 
Once more he hummed those words, and grasp'd 

The handle of his bowie knife. 
'Twas then the widow's careworn face, 

The looks of love she gave her child. 
Brought back his thoughts to Keir Anna, 

And his own mother's visage mild ; 
To all the love, to all the prayers. 

To all the hopes of childhood's years, — 
And in the wanderer's eyes there rose 
A mist that almost look'd like tears. 
• • . • . 

The breeze had fallen as the sun went down ; 

The vessel glided o'er a waveless sea. 
O'er which the moon her silvery light had thrown — 

A night more beautiful could scarcely be. 
The dim, faint outline of St Margaret's Isle 
Show'd in the distance through a misty haze. 
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The songs and shouts so boisterous erewhile 

Had ceased, and sleep o'er every traveller's eye 
Its spell had cast, and a profound repose 

Above, below, on earth and in the sky, 
Eeign'd undisturb'd. The steersman and the mate 
Alone are watching in \,h& Golden Gate. 
Hark ! to that sound I That low, sharp, crackling noise 

Breaking the stillness of the noiseless night ! 
Is it the stamping of the men and boys, 

Or the planks groaning 'neath the shipload's weight? 
" Hoy ! call the Captain, Bill," the steersman cries ; 
The boatswain in a drowsy voice replies, 
** Why, he 's asleep ! He 's been in bed this hour." 
" See, see ! the blaze ! God, the ship 's on fire ! " 



Then did the waveless sea, the tranquil night. 
And the calm heavens' cloudless majesty 

Look down upon a scene of wild affright — 
Of fierce despair and speechless agony. 

The flames burst forth on every side, and threw 
A lurid Hght on the surrounding woe. 

Groans, prayers, and curses ring upon the deck- 

The ship has now become one blazing wreck. 
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But some can swim, and land is near, 
And hope is strong, and so is fear ; 
And men dash down the vessel's side, 
Or clinging to a rope they glide 
Beneath that burning vessel's lee 
Into the waters, calm and free. 
Straight to the hazy shore they swim, 
"With all the strength of will and limb, 
And love of life, which most can brace 
A man who sees death face to face. 
Jean Brizieux was the first to leap 
Into the dark and awful deep. 
E'en 'midst that bold athletic throng. 
He was the strongest of the strong ; 
And, spite the heavy weight he felt 
From the gold sewn within his belt. 
He had no fear ; he saw the strand — 
Life, hope, and safety were at hand ; 
And darting forward towards the coast. 
He was the foremost of that host. 
What was that faint cry calling " Hold !" 
So faint and yet so piercing ? 
What is that white form on the wave, 
That gesture so appealing 1 
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Oh ! turn not back, bold swimmer now 1 

More than your gold — your life 's at stake ! 
That voice again !— more faint and low— 

" Oh ! for the Blessed Virgin's sake, 
Whose Son died for us, take the child !" 
A strong hand grasp'd the babe ; a wild, 
Impassion'd blessing — ^last farewell — 

Came sounding in the swimmer's ears, 
As the ship's blazing rafters fell, 

And lingered in his brain for years. 
The waves closed o'er the mother's breast, 
Her arms were cross'd as if at rest ; 
Deeper and deeper sank her head. 
Pillowed upon its ocean bed. 
That floating form no more was seen, 
TlQ on the shore next day, at e'en, 
'Twas found the tide had wafted there 
A fair white corpse with flaxen hair. 
Whilst o'er the sea a lurid light 

The raging conflagration threw. 
Their desperate way the swimmers make 

Across the waters dark and blue. 
With throbbing brow and heaving chest. 

Why lags behind them Jean Brizieux ? 
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And why from his pale Uvid Kps 

Breaks forth the cry, " Mon Dieu ! — Mon Dieu !" 
The child ! the gold ! They drag him down ; 

The twofold burthen who could bear ! 
"Ay, gold is gold, and life is life !" 

His own words thunder in his ear. 
Tis vain, his arm no longer cleaves 
With wonted strength the yielding waves. 
The baby's tightening grasp around 

His gasping throat the swimmer feels. 
And heavier near his heart the belt 

Which holds his gold ; one look he steals 
At the sweet smiling infant face ; 

One glance at Fortune's sunny gleams ; 
One short brief struggle . , , . no, not that ! 

He never for one instant dreams 
From his own sheltering arms to fling 
In the cold waves that living thing. 
The belt is loosed ; the gold is gone ! 
The man and child swim on alone ! 



The deed which that true man had done 
Approving eyes had seen; 
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Full well 'twas felt by all how great 

The sacrifice had been. 
And when the wreck'd and ruin'd band 

Met on the lonely coast, 
They gathered round their comrade brave, 

And made it all their boast 
That one amongst them had preferred 

A human life to gold ; 
And vow'd that wheresoever they roved, 

The story should be told. 
More than a hundred fathers found 

The rescued babe that day. 
They called him " Moses ;" all the crew 

Delight in turn to play 
With their new plaything — ^their new pet — 

Their little living toy ; 
'Twas strange how all those rude men loved 

The curly-headed boy. 
They fed him from their scanty stores— 

Their scraps of precious food, 
Brought from the burning ship whilst yet 

Her blacken'd rafters stood. 
And baby had the best, and ruled 

O'er all his nurses rough, 
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Who never thought the little sprite 

Had care or love enougL 
They bore him in their arms each day, 

As o*er the desert strand 
They march*d to San Gregorio*s port 

A sobered, sadden'd band. 
Jean Brizieux sailed direct for France, 

And work'd his passage there ; 
His golden dreams were vanished, all 

His castles in the air. 
A poorer, yet a richer man, 

He felt himself to be. 
His only wealth the little child 

He rescued from the sea. 
And when foreboding thoughts arose 

Of shame and durance vile. 
Of long dull prison days and nights, 

Uncheer'd by baby's smile, 
He gave the boy a hug, and said, 

" Bah ! alors, comme alors !" 
And laugh'd to see the urchin crawl 

About the cabin floor. 
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Pour your snowy blossoms forth, 

Peach, and pear, and almond-trees ; 
Hang your rosy garlands o'er, 

Wave them with yon waving breeze ; 
Follow, follow, gather flowers — 

Flowers of every shape and hue. 
Deck the church, and deck the bowers. 

Sprigs of broom and pansies blue. 
Poppies, harebells, cowslips bright, 
Starry daisies, pink and white. 
With green leaves in garlands weave, 
'Tis the Annunciation Eve. 
Girls in snow-white caps are flying 

O'er the orchards, o'er the fields ; 
Boys in hills and woods are running ; 

Nature all her treasure yields. 
Tis the great Feast of the Sisters ; 

'Tis the Annunciation Eve : 
Garlands for St Vincent's altar, 

Hearts and hands unite to weave. 
" Sister Vincent ! sister dear, 
Come, sister, you are wanted here ; 
A weary, footsore man has brought 

A child he pick'd up out at sea — 
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The fairest, sweetest boy that e'er 

Your eyes or mine did ever see." 
It was a touching sight to see 

Jean Brizieux's honest face the while, 
The sisters gathered round the babe, 

And chafed its hands and made it smile. 
That baby bore a charmM life ; 

Upon the distant desert shore, 
A hundred fathers he had found, — 

And now, as many mothers more ! 
Jean told his tale ; the sisters grieved, 

For the poor soul who died at sea ; 
Ma Soeur,* with her bright tranquil look 

So calmly gay, so sweetly free. 
Into her own arms took the boy, 

Who laugh'd and play'd with her black beads. 
" 'Tis Mary's gift," she said, and smiled, 

As one accustom'd to good deeds. 
And Jean went on and slept that night 

Within a prison's narrow cell ; 
And on his sadden'd ear next day 

The words of his hard sentence fell. 

* In the Order of St Vincent of Paul, the Superior is distinguished 
by the simple title of " Ma Soeur.'* 
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To be imprison'd for twelve months, 

And then of martial service due, 
With heavy heart and blighted name, 

The weary, lengthy term go through. 
He bow'd his head in mute assent. 

He urged no plea, made no defence, 
And own'd it just the man should pay 

For the unheeding youth's oflfence. 
But then, an aged gray-hair'd man, 

One of the veterans known to fame, 
A soldier of the " Grande arm^e," 

Whose title-deeds are in their name ; 
Arose to plead the conscript's cause. 

He did not do much more than tell 
His story as 'twas told to him ; 

He told it briefly, told it well. 
In a short speech he set against 

The boy's oflfence, the man's good deed ; 
He carried with him the whole court. 

And Jean's acquittal was decreed. 
Loud, deafening cheers, the verdict hail'd, 

And as the prisoner walk'd along, 

A thousand hearts, a thousand hands. 

Were raised to bless him 'midst that throng. 

B 
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In every mouth were words of praise, 

And tears in every mother's eyes. 
When round about St Vincent's home, 

The crowd have gathered, lustier cheers 
Break forth, " Long live the Sisters all ! 

Long live the servants of the poor ! 
Long live the man who spum'd the gold, 

And brought the orphan child ashore !" 
Then Breton homes were open thrown 

To the good youth who did this deed, 
And scarce a man in all the town 

But craved to aid him in his need. 
Subscriptions were soon raised in Vannes, 

And all throughout the Morhiban, 
To pay a substitute, and stock 

A farm for the brave conscript Jean. 
It was a grand day when he made 

His entrance in his native place. 
The news as quick as lightning spread ; 

Joy beam'd in every kindred face. 
The bells of the old Church were rung, 

The youths went out with flag and band. 
The men all waved their hats, and grasp'd 

With rough good-will, the wanderer's hand. 
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And maideDS stood at cottage doors, 

To see Jacques Brizieux's handsome son ; 
And hear and tell with smile and blush, 

The generous deed the youth had done. 
And Marie Jeanne, " la jolie blonde," 

The village heiress, voVd that day, 
Did he but woo, to wed the man 

Who flung the glittering dross away. 
His father's joy, his mother's tears, 

'Tis not for lightsome verse to tell. 
Nor the deep thanksgivings ofFer'd 

In the Church he loved so well. 
Hid beneath life's common surface, 

Undiscem'd by human eye. 
Depths of meaning strangely woven. 

In men's stories often lie. 
Starting-points, decisive hours. 

Stand as landmarks in their way. 
And eternity foreshadowed. 

Turns upon one act or day. 




" During tha civil viar ia America, this Udy devotod herself, with 
all the ecergy of an ardent character, to the cause of the South, and 
met with death in the nutumn of 186S, ia the manner described in the 
foUowiug liues." 

Rn KNEW her first in the full tide 
MM Of hope and burning zeal, 
For what her ardent spirit deem'd, 
Her injured country's weal. 



I mark'd the curl of her proud lip, 
The flaah of her dark eye, 

When for the struggling Southern c 
She vow'd to live and die. 
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Fierce was her glance, and fierce her words ; 

She loathed the Northern foe, 
With that intensity of hate 

Impassioned women know. 

Her frantic sense of bitter wrongs 

Almost to madness rose, 
When with wild eloquence she told 

The tale of Southern woes. 

Grand, but appalling, was the burst 

Of passion shook her frame, 
Wlien in her breast the rushing tide 

Of vengeful anger came. 

And yet at times that troubled face 

Was full of tender thought. 
And to her eyes a few kind words 

A softening moisture brought. 

The ceaseless strife, the wild unrest, 

Had kept her years away 
From sacred rites she once had loved, 

The Christian's hope and stay. 
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Yet she had faith, and long'd to lean 

Her aching heart on God, 
Whose arm had sheltered her along 

The dangerous path she trod. 

But to forgive ! ... Oh could she say 

She did forgive, whose cry 
So long had been the heathen prayer, 

** To be revenged and die ! " 

Great was the conflict in that soul, 
Between grace and the tide 

Of passion springing from the might 
Of human love and pride. 

It ceased at last, grace won the day ; 

She knelt, and, though her fears, 
And eager hopes for her own land, 

Were strong as in past years, 

The frantic curse died on her lips. 
Her own wrongs she forgave. 

The heart that had been fierce became 
Thenceforward only brave. 
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Her strength, her life, to the same cause 

Were still as wildly given ; 
But a dark cloud no longer stood 

Betwixt her soul and heaven. 
• • • • 9 

I saw her last one summer eve, 
In London, in a room 

Where brilliant lights, and converse gay- 
Banished all thoughts of gloom. 

Her head was deck'd with roses red, 

Bright jewels on her breast. 
Her dark and most expressive eyes. 

The keenest hopes expressed. 

She poured in English statesmen's ears 
Her pleadings for the South ; 

It was a joy to her to feel 

They heard them from her mouth. 

She spoke of her long prison days. 
And of the darksome nights. 

When running the blockade she watch'd 
The rows of lurid light. 



\ 
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The Northern vessels gleaming o'er 

The ocean's sullen gloom, 
Counting the while, with throbbing heart, 

The minutes fraught with doom. 

She told how she was soon to sail 

Again on the wild main, 
And spite the Northern fleet's array, 

The Southern shore regain. 

No other woman in that bark 

Its captain dared to take, — 
Alone with men prepared to die. 

That passage she would make. 

But though she talk'd of death, her words 

No sad forebodings raised. 
The thought did not arise, as on 

That beaming face we gazed. 

It sounded like a wild romance, 

A tale of days of yore. 
Rather a thing to wonder at 

Than sadly to deplore. 



MRS GREENHOW. 2$ 



From Greenock when about to sail 
A kind farewell she wrote, 

To one whose tears soon afterwards 
Fell fast on that brief note. 

For in the autumn of the year, 
One eve the Times I read, 

With careless eyes, and then I saw 
The news that she was dead. 

The tale ran thus : near Wilmington, 
One rough, tempestuous night, 

A Southern vessel in the dark 
Essay'd to land its freight. 

The sea and sky were black as doom, 

No moon or shining star ; 
But quick as lightning from the ships 

Flash'd signal lights afar. 

At once in a small open boat. 
Daring the waves and wind, 

One woman and two men descend, 
A watery grave to find. 
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And on the morrow on the shore, 

A corpse that woman lay, 
The bright eyes closed, the strong heart still'd 

The long hair drench'd with spray. 

The treasure she had tried to save. 

Was fastened in her vest, 
Not death itself had torn it from 

The cold and silent breast. 

She had been faithful to the last, — 

To a fond, hopeless dream ; 
She did not live to see it fade, 

Like a delusive gleam. 

In the full ardour of that faith 

She died, and had her meed : 
The gold which she convey'd had reach'd 

Her country in its need. 

But in her last, her djdng hour 

If the belief be true, 
That drowning persons aU their Uves 

At one brief glance review, 
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Wliat was the mem'ry, wLat the thought, 
That gave her hopes of Heaven, 

On which her parting soul could rest 
Its claim to be forgiven 1 

Oh, was it not the one in which 

Her soften'd heart had felt 
The deep, fierce hatred of her foes 

Pass from it as she knelt ? 

Did not the words, " Now go in peace," 

Sound in her ears again ? 
Did they not mingle in her dream 

With the voice of the main ] 

Well might we breathe a prayer and say, 
" Oh, may she rest in peace ! " 

Whose life had been a wild unrest. 
Closed by a timely grace. 

Long, long before me rose the thought, 

The vision of that scene : 
Of the last struggle of the end. 

Of all that life had been — 
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Of all the sorrow, had she lived, 
She had been doom'd to share ; 

Of all her ardent soul was spared 
Of anguish and despair. 




tt J 




ftge wa f iggiaitiitr. 

{From an Anecdale in the first lerUi 0/ Bvm^t Catholic 5»Hm.) 



RQT was a dark December eve, 
Bfl The snow was falling fast, 
When through a lonely Highland gl 
An aged traveller pass'd. 

Beneath his cloak a cross he wore, 
And, hid within his vest, 

He bore the Holy Sacrament 
In a small iron chest 
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For in those days of lawless force 

And Persecution's might, 
The Pastors of the old Church sought 

Their scattered flock by night. 

Many a weak and suffering sheep 
Escaped the shepherd's ken ; 

But He who marks the sparrow's fall 
Works in ways hid from men. 

A Bishop of the Church was he, 
That aged man and grey. 

Who patiently through mist and storm 
Pursued his lonely way. 

Keen was the blast, and wild the storm, 
That swept the pathless muir ; 

As night came on he turn'd aside 
To a cabin lone and poor. 

A single taper lent its ray — 
A flickering light it dealt, 

Where a woman in the Highland garb 
By a smouldering fire knelt. 
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With outstretch'd hand, and welcome kind, 

She bade the wanderer rest^ 
And from her humble stores supplied 

Of her poor fare the best. 

The mountain fern, the heather light. 

Soon form'd a rustic bed \ 
The while her tears fell fast like rain 

On the flowery couch she spread. 

Sighing, she whisper'd, " In yon room 

Our ag^d Donald lies ; 
And much we fear he never more 

Will see the bright sun rise. 

** The Doctor shook his head this mom 
And will not come again ; 
Not all the skill of man, he says. 
Could cure that mortal pain. 

« Cold are his Umbs, his breath is short, 
And almost gone his sight ; 
But still he clasps his hands, and cries, 
* I shall not die to-night.' 
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*' The hues of death are gathering fast 
Upon his face so pale ; 
Good stranger, come and judge if aught 
To save him can avail" 

The stranger stood by the sufferer's bed, 
And with kind words began 

To speak of his approaching end. 
As to a dying man. 

Old Donald meekly raised his eyes^ 
And cried with fervent might — 
" Kind friend, I thank thee, but I know 
I shall not die to-night." 



** The shades of death are on your brow. 
Its tone is in your voice ; 
Commend your soul to God, that He 
May bid that soul rejoice." 



I 



" Stranger, I shall not die to-night. 
For mine hour is not come." 

*' It waxes near ; lift up your heart, 
God calls your spirit home.'* 
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But still the old man murmur'd low, 

" I shall not die to-night ;" 
And with a calm assurance said, 

" I know that I am right." 

The stranger knelt and took his hand — 

" Deceive yourself no more : 
Oft have I pray'd by dying men ; 

Your mortal course is o'er." 

" You may have pray'd by dying men ; 
You may have seen them die ; 
But me you will not see depart 
Until a priest be nigh. 

" For fifty years of toil and woe 

Unshriven I have lived, 

In loneliness and weariness. 

Of sacraments deprived. 

" But day by day I calmly said, 
' A Catholic am I, 
And God will send me His own Priest 
To bless me ere I die.' 



\ 
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" I have not heard the Holy Mass 
For all these weary years ; 
No words of counsel or of shrift 
Have ever reach'd these ears : 

"But when death comes the Priest will come, 
And shriven I shall be ; 
I long have trusted, still I trust, 
That day of grace to see." 

With wondering awe the stranger heard, 
And in these words repUed— 
" Your prayer is granted ; now, my son, 
A Priest is at your side.'* 

The sign of blessing, words long since 

Familiar to his ears. 
Came to that dying man with all 

The memories of years. 



He bow'd his ag^d head and smiled 
A smile serene and bright. 

Devoutly crossed himself, and said — 
*' Now I shall die to-night." 
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The rites of Holy Church are o'er, 

The Bread of Life is given, 
The soul of that God-trusting man 

Has wing'd its way to Heaven. 

And he whom God had sent went on, 

Kejoicing in his heart 
At the great wonders wrought for tho'se 

Who choose the better part. 





€\t ^uira irf Strsis Jflorite. 
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RRN the wild days of civil strife 
WUM Lord Worcester march'd his men, 
Alongside a minster's walls, where all 

Was ruin'd, deserted then. 
Where the shrine had been the ivy grew ; 

Where the monks had knelt to pray 
The startled hare or the wandering deer 

Alone were wont to stray. 
The glance that he raised to Heaven chanced 

In its downward way to fall 
Where a woman, old as old could be, 

Sat on a gray stone-walL 
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" Full a hundred years that dame has lived," 

Was whisper'd in his ear, 
And as the soldier spoke, the dame 

With feeble steps drew near. 
Lord Worcester bent on his gallant steed, 

Down to the saddle-bow. 
To hear the voice of that woman old, 

Shriveird with years and woe. 
He caught the sound of her trembling words. 

With wonder raised his eyes ; 
"And have you then kept the ancient faith f' 

He ask'd with glad surprise. 
" 'Tis all I have kept,'* she meekly said, 

" Of all that God once gave ; 
And by our Lady*s prayers I trust 

My sinful soul to save." 
" Where heard you Mass ? where saw you Priest 

Of the olden faith and true ? 
What daring monk or Jesuit brave 

Has made his way to you ?" 
" I have heard no Mass, save in my dreams. 

No Priest has shown his face, 
For threescore years and more within 

The old accustom'd place. 
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But I pray'd at mom and pray'd at night 

The prayers of the olden time, 
And knelt in my room when the church-bell rung 

Its now unmeaning chime. 
I hoped that the Mass was said somewhere 

In the weary world and wide, 
And I held my peace when others spoke. 

And my precious faith denied. 
I saw not men of the new creed live 

More holy lives and pure, 
But marked that their love wax'd cold, and nought 

Would they for God endure. 
And I kept my old religion still 

For these threescore years and more ; 
As I long have lived, I hope to die. 

In the faith of the days of yore. 
Perhaps it has passed away from earth, 

And from every heart is driven ; 
But this I know, that I soon shall go 

And find it safe in Heaven." 
Lord Worcester sigh'd as he grasp'd her hand, 

And with deep feeling cried — 
" To Eagland Castle, my ancient hall, 

Come, and in peace abide. 
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A priest of the old Church dwells with me, 

The Holy Mass to say, 
We shall see you kneel at the Altar's rail 

On the next Easter day." 
The hand he held gave a quivering start, 

Her face tum'd deadly pale, 
As she bow'd her head in speechless joy 

That promised bliss to hail. 
Full soon she lodged in the Castle's walls ; 

Next morning Mass was said ; 
But the vestments of the priest were black ; 

The Mass was for the dead. 
The joy was sudden, the hope too keen. 

It snapped the slender cord 
That bound to Hfe the spirit free 

That now to Heaven had soared. 
The soul that had kept its faith on earth 

No earthly temple sought. 
But the corpse of her, who died for joy. 

Near the Altar's rail was brought. 
And kneeling there by her lifeless form. 

Lord Worcester, weeping, said — 
" If thus for joy this dear soul died, 

If hence her spirit fled, 
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When God she might have served at last 

In a poor earthly home, 
How joyful will her service be 

Where death can never come." 





Sister Clan. 



" VSjl^ child, your cheek is wan and pale : 
■■■»■ What ails you, sweet Cathleen J " 
Thus spoke the gentle Sister Clare, 

To one whose face had been 
The brightest in the Convent School, 

In childhood's earlier days — 
An Irish face, with dark blue eyes. 

Whose eager, wistful gaze 
Was fraught with a strange loveliness, 

Though dimmed by want and care ; 
Its silent pleading almost broke 

The heart of Sister Clare. 
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Alas ! we sometimes meet those eyes, 

So innocent and bright, 
In our polhited London streets, 

And sadden at the sight. 
Some few there are who pass unscath'd 

Through scenes of sin and woe, 
Keeping their Irish hearts unstained 

As their own mountain snow. 
Yet oft'ner far in poison'd air 

Does purity decay — 
E'en as the bloom from fruit or flower, 

By rude hands brush'd away. 
But she who to the Convent came, 

With faltering step and slow, 
And stood with that appealing look, 

The Sisters too well know — 
She had ne'er left her parents' home, 

By the blue surging sea ; 
She had ne'er seen the haunts of sin,. 

Or knew such things could be. 
But pinching want and hunger keen. 

Of these she had her share, 
And harder work, in truth, at times, 

Than such a child could bear ; 



SISTER CLARE. 43 



Not always had they suffered thus, 

Never so much as now. 
The tale of woe was soon rehears'd : 

" A fever had laid low 
Her father, the stout fisherman, 

Upon the cabin floor ; 
And Pat, the curly-headed boy. 

Had sicken'd long before ; 
And Bridget. Tom, and Norah look'd 

As ill as ill could be. 
And mother" — here the girl stopped short, 

And Sister Clare could see 
The big tears rolling down her cheeks. 

" Have you no food ? '' she said. 
** Not one potato. Sister dear. 

Not one poor scrap of bread ; 
A meal of Indian corn we had — 

'Twas yester night ; but ne'er 
Did mother touch one single bit 

Of her poor scanty share. 
Just as the spoon had reach'd her lips, 

She put it down, for Pat 
Cried out he wanted more, the boy, 

As on his bed he sat. 
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Dear Sister Clare, I could not stay, 

I could not hear them cry ; 
Sister dear, I came away, 

I could not see them die/' 
" Enough, my child ; come, wipe your eyes ! 

They will not die to-day. 
Nor yet to-morrow. God forbid ! 

He hears us when we pray." 
The Nun has ta'en her basket up, 

Cathleen has led the way 
To where the fisher's cottage stands. 

Within the lonely bay. 
Her welcome stores are soon displayed ; 

A wonder 'tis to see 
How patiently the children wait. 

All hungry though they be. 
" God bless you," sighs the father; " may 

The Heavens be your bed ! " 
And " Glory be to God on high," 

The mother softly said. 
Please do not send this bread away,'* 

Poor little Norah cries, 
While Sister Clare divides the loaf, 

Watch'd by her wistful eyes. 
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A sad smile crossed the mother's face — 

A martyr's smile I ween ; 
To send away the bread erewhile 

A martyr's act had been. 
The father raised his drooping head, 

A light was in his eye, 
The light of faith triumphant o'er 

The parent's agony. 
" Ah, Sister dear, 'twas very hard 

To close the door, and hear 
The children weeping for the food, — 

No greater pain could be. 
But sooner will Pat Moran see 

His darlings cold and dead, 
Than send them to the Souper's school, 

And sell their souls for bread. 
We '11 not deny the faith at all. 

We '11 have no Souper here : 
Pat Moran's child shall never learn 

To scorn God's Mother dear. 
And now here 's food, thanks be to God, 

And soon the work I '11 try ; 
And if the worst comes to the worst. 

Why sure we then can die." 
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Yes ; you can die as mlartyrs die, 

Sons of the saints of yore, 
Who fell when Erin's fields were stain'd 

With her own children's gore. 
The sword, the rack, the outlaw's doom, 

You bore in bygone days ; 
But now the Tempter's deeper art 

More subtle wile displays. 
'Tis easier far, with fearless heart. 

To meet a deadly foe. 
Than hunger's sickening pangs to bear, 

Its tortures sure and slow. 
This have ye done, the Cross in hand. 

Like martyrs at the stake, 
Calling on Christ your souls to save 

For dear St Patrick's sake. 
God bless all those of every creed. 

Of every race and land. 
Who to a suffering brother e'er 

Have lent a helping hand ; 
Who never, in his hour of need. 

Have lured a man with gold 
To barter his soul's birth-right, like 

The Patriarch of old ; 
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Who never tum'd away with scorn 

From his impassion'd prayer ; 
Who never made a traffic of 

A starving man's despair ; 
Who hold not in one hand the bread 

That gives his children life, 
And then point out the dreaded school 

To his poor trembling wife. 
And many such there are, whose names 

Are dear to Erin's heart, 
Who ne'er through her long years of woe 

Have borne the tempter's part 
For those who such foul deeds have wrought, 

Alas ! God help them too, 
For truly may we say of them, 

" They know not what they do." 





h Steam tf f iw. 



" We heard this day, from the lips of a little boy, words which 
ieemed very applicable to the cIobb of the year. Thia child, of four or 
five years of age, was gazing on the river through the railings of th« 
new bridge. Suddenly he became frightened, and ran back to bis 
father, crying—' Papa, I am afraid I ' 'Of what, my child ?' ' Of tb« 
water that runs ho fast.' We, too, are sometimes tright«ned when we 
watch the rapidity with which time goes by." 

— Maria Startin'i Jounial. 
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IVn CHILD stood by a stream, 
BBs And watch'd it as it pass'd 
Beneath the bridge's arch 

So darkly and so fast. 
He gazed on it awhile, 

Then 'waxing faint and sick, 
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He tum'd away, and cried — 
" The river runs too quick !" 

Have we not sometimes felt, 

As months and years go by, 
A sickening of the heart, 

A longing wish to cry — 
" Life's river flows too fast !" 

We murmur at its pace, 
Sad idlers on the brink. 

Behind-hand in the race. 

But while the river flows 

There 's hope for every soul 
That feels, and that believes 

" The grave is not its goal." 
Each wave, as it goes by, 

May be the one to see 
Our frail bark running on 

More bravely to the sea. 

'Tis time to freight it still 
With treasure for the skies ; 

'Tis time, with the new year. 
From slothful dreams to rise : 
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'Tis time to make a start, 
And on the oars to bend, 

And here begin the work 
Eternity will end ! 





IBiits in mb of s Cripplts' ^ow. 



IT1BHAT does the de«p sea say to thee, 
HfiS Tliou litUe helpless chUd ! 
Canst thou delight in aught so vast. 

So awful and so wild I 
The sky is far more blue and bright, 

The fields more fair and green : 
In the rough, turbid, surging waves 

What beauty hast thou seen 1 
The sights of that great watery plain, 

The sound of its unrest, 
Does it by some strange contrast charm 

A secret pain to restY 
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Does the salt-laden wind which blows 

When the great billows heave, 
Soothe the poor aching, crippled limbs, 

The throbbing head relieve ? 
I ween it does : for sights and scents 

A thousand times more sweet 
Are not so welcome as the waves 

Which break at thy small feet. 
The sunny mead, the daisied field, 

The flowerets of the land, — 
They do not please thy fancy like 

The sea-weed on the strand. 
Thyself a waif toss'd to and fro 

On life's uneasy shore, 
Now on a quiet bank art laid 

Close to the ocean's roar : 
The world's loud tumult surges by. 

Without the tranquil Home, 
Where youth and suffering — sad allies !- 

For care and shelter come. 
Oh, ye who walk, and leap, and run. 

In heaven's glad sunshine gay. 
Or joyful breast the foaming wave, 

Here for one moment stay. 
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See how the feeble hand can work, 

See the glad infant-smiles, 
When strangers stop to look, and buy, 

Lured by their artless wiles ! 
The bounding step, the lightsome eye, 

The strong limbs' healthful play. 
Are fragile gifts, which God alone 

Bestows or takes away. 
Make glad the crippled child, oh ye, 

The favoured ones of earth ! 
The day may come when you will need 

The mem'ry of that mirth. 
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VffilAREWELL old house ! my ears will never more 
*"■■ Eejoice iu the glad sound I loved bo well, 
When at a journey's end thy opening door 

Eoll'd back to greet me, and my heart would swell 
And bound with speechless rapture in my breast ; 

Exulting in the thought of hours to come, 
Eraught with sweet converse and with welcome rest, 

'Midst all the genial sympathies of home. 
Of thee a final mournful leave I take, 

Long as my life, and on this parting day 
B o'erflow, I weep for the dear sake 
isb'd joys and sorrows pass'd away. 



V^towo'er 
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A child I came to thy wide spacious halls, 

Play'd on thy greensward, wandered in thy bowers ; 
My girlish dreams were dreamt within thy walls, 

And years flew by like a few fleeting hours. 
Since then all that mark'd life with earnest stress. 

Each strong emotion, each momentous change — 
More than I dare to dwell on or express. 

Of thought expanding to a wider range — 
Through joy, through suff'ering, through experience won, 

With thee are blended, link'd for evermore ; 
But chiefly, tenderly, will mem'ry run 

On one dear spot, where I would fain live o*er 
Days full of happiness, too great for earth. 

Thy room, my mother ! shall we e*er again 
Eenew those communings in grief and mirth. 

Those free outpourings of each joy or pain — 
That reading, thinking, dreaming, side by side, 

That ceaseless converse, whether sad or gay. 
Which still was sweet, and when the heart was tried, 

Lightened its burthen, and chased gloom away ? 
God knows ! the future may be dark or fair, 

But never what the past has been to me ; 
Farewell, dear house ! a parting leaf I tear 

From memory's book, and as I sadly see 
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Thy doors close on me, one blest thought renews 

Grateful emotion and a filial pride, 
That through the bygone years my heart reviews, 

Spent 'neath thy roof, and by my father's side. 
I still beheld him labouring for one end. 

Peace between two great nations to maintain — 
England's true son, and yet to France a friend. 

For this he lived, and did not live in vain. 
Erewhile, when the dense clouds of discord rose, 

And war's dark vision showed its hateful form. 
Threatening both kingdoms with impending woes, 

To him was given to allay the storm. 
Strong in his native rectitude of heart. 

His fearless truthfulness by none denied, 
And honesty, the statesman's highest art, 

'Twas his to mediate, reconcile, and guide — 
And on the surging waters balm to throw. 

" Blest are the peacemakers ! God's children they I 
Oh who can measure, who can ever know. 

The full deep blessedness those words convey I 
The guerdon pledged to all who act the part, 

Christ thus has sanctified ; who bear the name. 
Which gladly, humbly, with a grateful heart, 

For thee, my father, I can dare to claim. 
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UBE HE the virgin enow that dwells 
Upon the mountain's crest ; 
Cold as the sheet of ice which lies 

Upon the lake's deep breast. 
Who art thou, with thy marble brow, 

And eyes of silent power — 
So calm, so stately, and so stern, 

In youth's first opening hour) 
Oh child of earth, whom God has made 

So beautiful, that e'en 
A poet in his dreams has ecarce 

A falter vision seen ! 
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Say whence the spell that keeps thee still 

So passionless and free ; 
E'en as a tranquil winter's night. 

Or a smooth waveless sea. 
Are thy thoughts soaring high above 

This weary restless world ? 
Are visions of the life to come, 

Before thine eyes unfurl'd ? 
Or is the spirit hid within 

That lovely outward form, 
As stagnant as the pool that knows 

No sunshine and no storm ? 
Is there no room within thy breast 

For human hopes or fears ] 
In thy deep heart are there no joys, 

And in thine eyes no tears % 
Will the day come when sorrow's cloud, 

Or sunshine's genial ray, 
Shall touch that frozen surface 

And melt its ice away ? 
And when the pent-up waters flow 

In sorrow or in joy ; 
Oh will love sweeten the full tide, 

Or bitterness alloy ? 



TO F. A. 
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We cannot solve the mystery, 
The answer lies too deep ; 

But we must feel it will be well, 
To see thee smile or weep. 




6o TO MY SISTER ON HER BIRTHDAY. 



i0 mg Sisttr, im \ii ^irtliag. 
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" Her children shall arise and call her blessed." 

[H how fond mem'ry wakes again 

Thoughts of the time when with a pen 
Unskilled in verse, I sought to pay 
A girlish tribute to this day ! 
Since then long years have onward rolPd 
Their chequer'd course — we now are old ! 
The pen I held thy daughters take, 
And turn young poets for thy sake ; 
Thy children rise and call thee blest : 
Their hearts fulfil that sweet behest ; 
And I would raise my voice with theirs, 
And blend thy name with fervent prayers. 
Oh strong of heart ! go on and bless 
Thy dear ones in calm loveliness ! 



TO MY SISTER ON HER BIRTHDAY. 6 1 
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With thy serene, tenacious will, 
To noblest aims devoted still ; 
Ever alive to duty's call, 
Cherish and guide and cheer them all. 
Oh ! blest with temper firm and mild, 
Joyous and guileless as a child. 
Scatter thy smiles on a sad earth, 
Yield us the sunshine of thy mirth ! 
And if the days of trial come, 
K sorrows gather round thy home, 
Then like a guardian spirit stand — 
The angel of that youthful band. 
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TO THE SISTERS OF CHARITY, 



i0 \t Sisks of C^ant^. 
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H ! could we live like you, and make your life 
'* Our great example, as it is our theme ! " 
Strong in its weakness, patient in its strife 
With the unebbing tide of misery's stream. 



Oh ! could we die like you, and close our eyes, 
As the o'erwearied labourer einks to rest ! 

With ample stores of treasure for the skies. 
And softly breathing — " Consummatum est. 



ON THE DEATH OF THE HON. GEORGE SPENCER. 63 



(!Dn i\t 

J^at| of i\t Pott. anb %tk §m^t Spenar. 

Of the Order of the Passionists, who expired on the road-side iu 
Scotland whilst going from a place where he had just finished 
preaching a mission, to another town where he was to begin 
one that day. 




ND thou didst, then, meek Saint, lie down alone on 
the road-side to die, 
As erst in Sancian Xavier died, with none but God and 

angels by ! 
And as a soldier on the march, or a worn pilgrim on his 

way. 
Who falls exhausted at the close of a long sultry summer 

day. 
Clad in thy old time-worn habit, with the cross upon thy 

breast, 
And Christ's Passion for thy standard, thou has gently 

sank to rest. 
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With one ardent hope before thee, one incessant prayer 

uplifting, 
In and out of season urgent, for thine own dear England 

pleading. 
Far and wide thy footsteps wandered, — ^from one city to 

another 
StiU pursuing, still reclaiming, every sad and erring 

brother. 
"Blessed are the poor in spirit;" blessed all like unto 

thee, 
Holy mourner, meek, pure hearted, glad the scorn of men 

to be. 
Who can say what countless blessings thy deep, fervent 

prayers drew down, 
Or the graces thence overflowing even now on souls un- 
known? 
Who can tell what future triumphs from that scattered seed 

may rise. 
Now that those " Hail Marys " blossom fair and fragrant 

in the skies ? 
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OU say you love not poetry : 
Can that be really true, 
When Poets find for verse and song 
No sweeter theme than you ? 

And though you say you love it not, 

We hear it in your voice 
When with its trilling, bird-like notes 

It bids our hearts rejoice. 

You say you love it not, and yet, 

Wherever you have been. 
Your magic art in bower and hall 

Evoked a fairy scene. 
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You love it not, and yet your smile 

Its witchery betrays ; 
And all you say and do, a charm 

Akin to it displays. 

Your words float on the ear like notes 
Which in the mem'ry dwell ; 

You laugh and sing, and speak and move 
As if you own'd its spell. 

Well, hate it still, and all your scorn, 

I ween, it will forgive — 
If in your every word and look 

You still will let it live. 
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" Upon the earth distress of nations with perplexity. . . . Men's 
hearts failing them for fear and for looking after those things 
which are coming upon the earth." 

March 1848. 

[HE storm is raging far and wide, 
The lightning darts from side to side, 
From realm to realm the tempest flies 
O'er darkening seas and flashing skies ; 
In wild confusion spreads and gains 
The mountain tops, the boundless plains. 
To some the dawn of freedom brings, 
To some the curse of discord flings. 
It comes, it comes, the die is cast, 
And crime and madness smell the blast ; 
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A wilder'd crew, a drifting bark 

Are borne o'er rapids swift and dark. 

It comes, it comes, and chains are riven, 

And captives see the light of heaven ; 

It lays fair fields and forests low ; 

It scatters seed that yet shall grow ; 

It sweeps all sand-built towers away. 

But bathes the rock with glorious spray. 

** Now God his great assizes holds," 

And judgment's sternest page unfolds ; 

Now men and nations take your stand, 

Now plead your cause ! The Lord's right hand 

Uplifts the scales, your merits weighs. 

Awards your fate — numbers your days. 

While ancient landmarks fail around. 

Guard well your footsteps, scan your ground. 

Mark your own bulwarks, ask your souls. 

If there you see no fiery scrolls. 

Beware, and ere earth's final shock 

Cleave to the one unshaken Kock, 

Round which, though tottering worlds give way, 

The envious billows vainly play. 



THE ELECTRIC TELEGRAPH. 69 




X dEkdrit ttgrap|. 



1854. 



•«^ 




I HEY come, the messengers of fate, 
Swiftly o'er sea and land, 
With noiseless haste making their way 

To an expectant strand. 
The ruthless wire tells its tale 

Of glory and of death. 
And the whole nation like one man 

Draws a convulsive breath. 
Thousands of hearts hang on the words, 

Then nerve themselves to bear 
The long, long days of agony, 

Of mortal hope and fear. 
Waiting, as for the day of doom. 

For the still distant day 
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When the dread muster-roll of death 

Its pages will display. 
God help them all ! all those who wait, 

All who now hope and fear ; 
For He alone can tell the weight 

A human heart can bear. 
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[ELCOME amongst us ! Blessings on thy face, 
Not for its gifts of beauty and of grace, 
Not for the pensive sweetness of thy gaze, 
Not for the charms which win a poet's praise, 
But rather, Lady, for thy spotless fame. 
Thy gentle charity, thy well-known name. 
For deeds of mercy and of love to those 
Whose cup of sorrow daily overflows. 



--8«Sfi8l??*8'--^ 



72 A REMINISCENCE OF 1 864. 




% '§,mmmm of i864. 

AD was the hour, ill-omen'd, fraught with gloom^ 
And dark previsions of impending doom, 
When in a princely home our nobles hail'd 
One who with ribald blasphemy assailed 
The ancient Church ; and in the face of day, 
In the full glare of his unhallow'd sway, 
Dared every law of God and man to brave. 
Crowning with laurel an assassin's grave ! 
Oh, when that man, for every evil ripe. 
Rebellion's hero, Revolution's type, 
" In guilty splendour shook our public ways," 
Amidst a wond'ring mob's exulting gaze ; 
Strange was the lesson read to the dense crowds, 
Whose deep'ning misery in silence shrouds 
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Fierce aspirations to the wealth that tries 

Such wild experiments in poor men's eyes. 

Methought the while on each time-honour'd wall, 

As erst in the Assyrian Monarch's hall, 

A hand of fire wrote in lurid form — 

** You sow the wind, and you shall reap the storm." 
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FR1A.NY a noble deed of valour 
Elfil For ever lives in story ; 
But none, I ween, with purer ray 
Than the brave steersman's glory. 

A gallant bark on Erie's waters 

At noon is gaily sailing, 
Half a thousand laughing idlers 

The keen, free air inhaling. 

But whence that cry so strangely piercing. 

Amaze and fear combining } 
Whence those clouds of dense, dark vapour, 

Those ruddy flames upshining ? 



THE FAITHFUL STEERSMAN. 77 

Oaths, prayers resound, and wild entreaty, 

Tears, wails, and execration, — 
The while one man alone is keeping 

Calm at the helm his station. 

And ever and anon the Captain 

Cries — "Steersman, can you tarry 1" 

And fainter and yet fainter shouts 
The brave man's answer cany. 

On, on, they speed ! — the beach is nearing ; 

By fire and smoke surrounded, 
He holds his post, — his eye is fix'd, 

And now the prow has grounded. 

Madly they leap ashore — the hundreds 

Who from the flames are flying. 
The flames that madly play around 

The helm, where he is dying : 

He who endured the stifling torture, 

Who neither droop'd or tired^ 
Who savfed others, not himself. 

And, saving them, expired ! 
* * * * 
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Well may this tale recall the thought 

Of one who calmly steers 
A vessel loaded with the freight 

Of sacred hopes and fears. 

Long has the aged steersman borne 
The sufferings of that post, 

And as he nears th' eternal shore, 
They thicken round him most. 

Keliant on God's aid, he rests 

His hand upon the helm, 
Guiding the bark that foes surround, 

But never overwhelm. 

And if within that tossing bark 

Conflicting passions rise, 
We need not fear ; the helmsman stands 

With watchful heart and eyes 

O'erruling every surging strife, 

Eecalling those who rove, 
And working in his Master's Name 

New miracles of love. 
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But at what silent bitter cost 
, Of secret tears, that heart, 
That heart of tenderest human strain, 
Performs its lofty part 

Will never be reveal'd, until 

Upon the golden shore 
Of endless life, St Peter's bark 

Will land for evermore. 

1870. 




8o THE pilgrim's PRAYER, 



IMITATED FBOM A PASSAGE IN ONE OF DB NEWMAN's SEBUONS. 







ITH trials compassed and beset with foes, 
Arm'd for the fight, thy life-long strife begin, 
And ever as the conflict deeper grows 

With dangers round thee, and within thee sin. 
Yield not an inch — press on — no efforts spare, 
But arm thee, Christian, with the Pilgrim's prayer. 

Temptation in thy path % Then call for aid. 
Guilt on thy soul % Behold its ransom paid. 
God's kingdom in thy hopes ; His will thy will ; 
God's name upon thy lips ; there keep it still. 
A Heaven in view, and in the Cross a share. 
This, this, Christian, is the Pilgrim's prayer ! 
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TO all lands thy sound has gone, 
With still small voice or clarion tone, 



Thou glorious old-Church Latin tongue, 
Familiar still the Saints among ! 
It floats on the chill midnight air, 
It ushers in the mom with prayer, 
It blends with the soft vesper bell, 
And whispers in the convent cell ; 
Sower of truth's eternal seed, 
Tongue of the one unchanging creed 
Confessed, where'er the Martyrs bled, 
By myriads of the sainted dead ; 
In every clime beneath the skies 
Where Mass is said, where altars "ris^, 
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Distant and lone soe'er they be : 
From pole to pole, from sea to sea, 
In high cathedral's sculptured nave, 
Or lofty dome, or humble cave, 
There does the Church her Sandus sing, 
And " Gloria in Excelsis" ring ; 
Throughout the world, in ceaseless round. 
The Credo's thrilling accents sound, 
" Domine non sum dignus^' leads 
The suppliant cry a sinner needs ; 
And " Ecce agnus Dei " tells 
That Christ on earthly altars dwells. 
" Orajpro nolis" swells the prayer 
Angels in golden censers bear ; 
^^ Salve Begina" hails the star 
By Kings and Prophets seen afar. 
Still does the ** De Frofundis" rise ; 
The " Stahat Mater '^ breathes its sighs. 
The glad " Te DeurrCs" notes upraise 
Of joyful hearts th' enraptured praise : 
Each solemn rite, each sacred hour. 
Still claims thy words of love and power. 
Sower of truth's eternal seed, 
Tongue of the one unchanging creed ! 
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jHEY kneel at eve, they kneel at mom, 
Each takes her turn, and prayers are borne 
On ceaseless wings of service true. 
They kneel at noon, — at midnight, too. 
They come and go in silence deep, 
And one by one their vigils keep ; 
Each hour brings its meed of praise. 
Its offering at the altar lays. 

While one uplifts her raptured eyes 
As if to storm the opening skies, 
With hands upraised and lips apart 
As if from earth about to start, — 
Another weeps and sighs and fears, 
Bedews the ground with contrite tears, 
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Tells her deep grief to God alone, 
Suffers and lives, and dies unknown. 

An ag^d Sister kneels aside ; 

The beads through her rough fingers glide. 

Though old in years, yet young in heart, 

She simply fills her duteous part ; 

Then seeks her couch, and dreams of nought 

Save homely tasks devoutly wrought. 

Narrow her sphere, but high her aim ; 

The fuel coarse, but pure the flame. 

Fair is the face, though pale and wan. 
Of her who with the dawn began 
Her lonely watch. Sweet blighted flower ! 
Faded in youth's first opening hour. 
Full many a storm has swept athwart 
That careworn brow and bruisM heart : 
Fancy and Passion's dreams had thrown 
Dark shadows there, which now are flown. 

The weary spirit finds its rest 
In God, as on a mother's breast : 
A holy, deep, unearthly peace 
Has settled on that soul and face ; 
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The clasped hands, the yearning eyes 
Turn with meek longings to the skies, 
As if to ask for patient strength 
Through life's unknown, unwelcome length. 

With angel visage, calm and mild, 
Kneels in her turn a Saint-like child ; 
Nor sin nor sorrow led her feet, 
Trembling to seek the Mercy-seat : 
A love too great, too wide for earth, 
In her pure, spotless soul found birth ; 
And life's most dazzling visions failed 
To hide the light her spirit hail'd. 

They come, they go ! — the ceaseless round 
Of solemn worship knows no bound ; 
Devotion sweet and penance keen 
Beneath that vaulted roof are seen. 
Hearts that have bled are seeking there 
The healing balm of endless prayer ; 
And joys beyond this world's are given 
To souls already ripe for heaven. 
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|H0 would not seek with eager steps 
The hallow'd spots of earth ? 
Who would not stand where angels spoke 
Of Christ's approaching birth % 

Who would not gaze upon the sea 
Which hardened *neath His feet ; 

Or on the mountain where He pray'd, 
And the lone well-side seat ? 

Who would not linger in the shade 

Of the pale olive trees, 
Lending an ear to the deep sighs 

That swelled the midnight breeze ? 
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Or higher yet, — on Calvary 

Who would not kneel and cry — 

" My God, my God ! of very love 
Here let Thy creature die]'' 

Yes, still to Salem's hallowed scenes, 

Loretto's blessed home, 
To Martyrs' graves, Apostles* tombs, 

St Peter's sacred dome. 

The pilgrim's feet are duly bent ; 

In each he finds the grace 
On every leaf and stone to read 

What time can ne'er efface. 

But there are Sanctuaries at hand 
Where, not through memory's spell, 

But in reality and life. 
The Lord vouchsafes to dwell. 

Oh ! are not these the shrines where all 

In pilgrimage should go. 
And at His sacred feet their weight 

Of sin and sorrow throw 1 
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Yea, blessed are the hallow'd haunts 
Where faith is wont to draw 

A lesson from each silent scene 
Of tenderness and awe. 

In holy relics lies a joy 

That all who love Him know ; 
And in the crucifix we find 

Solace in every woe. 

But still more precious to the heart 
The Shrines where God resides, 

And His too dazzling Majesty 
With patient mercy hides. 

He gives us all, He gives Himself 
In the one gift that blends 

All that we crave for till the day 
When Faith in vision ends. 
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|N the book of Thy truth, my God ! I have read- 
" Unstable as water, thou shalt not excel," 
The words seem prophetic, and fill me with dread. 

And in anguish of heart on that sentence I dwell. 
Thou who on Galilee's wave could uphold 

The footsteps of one who undauntedly trod 
The waters that raged, and the billows that rolled, 

Whilst his faith was unshaken, his eye on his God ! 
Thou who a pathway of adamant framed 

On the liquid expanse of the storm-beaten sea. 
Whose Hand was extended, whose mercy reclaimed 

The trembling apostle to life and to Thee ! — 
Look down on this wayward, this weak heart of mine. 

Still breathing new vows as short-lived as the day. 
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On its struggles, its prayers, its resolves to be Thine, 
Which, " unstable as water," still vanish away : 

In pity vouchsafe me the strength to endure 
Without sinking, the rise and the fall of the wave ; 

Still clinging to Thee, and of nothing secure. 

But Thy will, O my God, and Thy power to save ! 
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various ways we cannot scan, God deals with 
human hearts ; 
Breaks into some, and through that breach, like His own 

lightning darts ; 
Through suffering or through terror takes rebellious wills 

by storm, 
And shows His love for them at times in stem and awful 

form. 
But silently, by slow degrees, like dew at evening hour. 
He steals into more gentle souls with sweet resistless 

power. 
Some souls, when they begin to feel the might of that great 

love. 
Find that no earthly loveliness their sympathy can move. 
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Whilst others in created scenes, with rapture see (Jod's 

hand, 
Imprinting beauty on the face of sky, and sea, and 
* land. 

One saint will walk the livelong day by Nemi's crystal 

main. 
And of the glorious scene at eve no memory retain ; 
Another loves to gaze on flowers, and scents the sweetest 

rose, 
Then straightway crying, " God is good," in ecstasy she 

goes. 
Oh ! there are endless means and ways, some stormy and 

some sweet. 
Through which God's guiding hand conducts His favoured 

children's feet ; 
Thorns are in all, but some have few to tread down as 

they go. 
And every shrub or tree they pass its blossoms o'er them 

throw. 
The bleeding feet, the aching brow, the desert's scorching 

air, 
The tempter's lures, the inward strife, they are not doom'd 

to share. 
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Which are most blest % We dare not say. God has a work 

for each, 
A path, a purpose, and an end that to His feet will reach. 
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IVE me children, or else I die," 
Twas wildly said, and still 
More wildly o'er the speaker's heart 
These words were doom'd to thrill : 

For they were uttered in an hour 

Of reckless love and pride. 
By one who brook'd not aught on earth 

To her should be denied. 

The sound of that impassioned cry 

Ascended up to Heaven, 
And to the loved and loving one 

A first-born son was given. 
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Not in that hour did memory bring 

To that fond heart and weak, 
The echo of those frantic words 

That she had dared to speak. 

Perchance, not until anguish came, 

Returned their sound again, 
Floating with fatal meaning through 

The dying woman's brain. 

For Rachel now, a second time. 

Must meet her trying hour. 
And death, which she has once invoked, 

Now comes with fearful power. 

" Ye know not what ye ask," is stamp'd 

On each unchasten'd prayer. 
That lays not at God's feet its weight 

Of hope or of despair. 
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** I ought to be baptized of Thee ; and comest Thou to me ? " — 

Matt. chap. iiL 



" "s^ND comest thou to me, Lord, 
When I have need of thee ? " 
Such was the Baptist's trembling cry, 
His self-denouncing plea. 

But none may shrink from work God sets, 

From high or lowly task ; 
" By thee is thine own part fulfilled ? " 

Is all that He will ask. 
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A sinner with a load of care 

And conscious sin opprest, 
Must sometimes act an angel's part, 

And speak of God's behest. 

The highest place may sometimes prove 

A source of penance keen, 
And self-abhorring pangs there are, 

By all but God unseen. 

His gifts, through human hands and frail. 

Without defilement flow, 
And saints may kneeling claim the boon 

That sinners can bestow. 

When Jesus knelt that wondrous hour 

At His own servant's feet, 
To teach proud hearts to bend the knee, 

In lowly penance meet. 

'Twas in that hour the sacred dove 

Appeared to mortal eye, 

And God's own voice in thunder spoke 

A blessing from the sky. 

a 
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** Oh that thy creed were sound ! 
For thou dost soothe the heart. 
Thou Church of Borne," &c. 

— Lyra Apostolica. 

MOTHER Church ! my spirit's home ! long sought 
and found at last, 
Safe in the shelter of thy arms, I muse upon the past ; 
E'en in my childhood's days there rose a shadow of thy 

form, 
And through the thoughtlessness of youth it show'd 

amidst the storm ; 
Like angel visits came those gleams my startled soul 

before, 
Wave upon wave advancing left a token on the shore. 
Not e'en an adversary's art thy lineaments could hide, 
And though disfigured by a foe, thy beauty I descried. 
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For thy deep love my spirit yearned; but trembled at thy 

creed, 
And longing still to pluck the flower, refused to sow the 

seed. 
" Oh that thy creed were sound," I cried, until I felt its 

power, 
And almost pray'd to find it false in the decisive hour. 
Great was the struggle, fierce the strife, but wonderful the 

gain, 
For not one trial or one pang was sent or felt in vain. 
And every link of that long chain that led my soul to 

thee 
Remains a monument of all thy mercy wrought for me. 
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ARE WELL, dear friends, and once again farewell] 
To-morrow will the ocean heave and swell 
Beneath your feet ; and, mingling with its spray, 
The winds that waft you from these shores away 
Strange music in your ears will make : may God, 
Who once in human form the billows trod, 
Be with you on your way, and send His star 
To guide you through that watery world afar. 
Now let us pray : together let us bend 
Our knees before Him ; for the last time send 
To Heaven a prayer, that never more shall rise 
From the same hearts and lips 'neath English skies. 
Come, let us kneel, together let us say 
The Litany to her, who far away 
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Into the exile's land, in days of yore, 

Her Infant God across the desert bore. 

Light of the morning. Star of the deep sea, 

We raise our hearts with confidence to Thee, 

Pray for the emigrants, the helpless band, 

Bound to a new world's isolated strand. 

Never again their faces shall we see, 

Between us rolling all the ocean free ; 

Whole realms of water, a whole world of waves, 

Which in its fearless course man's frail bark braves. 

Blessings be on you, brethren in the Faith ! 

God shield you from the tempest's gathering wraith ; 

And when you reach the port, and there adore 

The God we worship, on that distant shore, 

Think then on those who knelt with you in prayer 

On the last day you breathed your natal air. 
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[OTHER of Him who neither strove nor cried, 
Who looJc'd His pain when by a friend denied; 
Whose whisper from the cross to one forgiven, 
Canceird the past, and sent a saint to Heaven ; 
Whose voice was in the noisy streets unknown, 
His passage by His mercies mark'd alone ; — 
Mother, whose heart was e'en on earth a shrine 
For holy memories and thoughts divine, 
Whence hymns of praise and adoriation rose. 
As from a crystal fount the pure stream flows ; 
Or the white speechless lilies of the field 
The fragrant tribute of their perfume yield ; — 
Mother, perchance for that dear likeness fell 
A glance divine upon the floVry dell, 
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And Jesus praised the children of the sod, 

For love of thee, the fairest work of God ; 

For Solomon in all his glory bore 

No brighter aspect than these emblems wore. 

Mother, we fain would learn of thee to stand 

The cross beside, and with no feeble hand 

To clasp its form, and resolutely pray 

For strength to bear the burthen of the day ; 

To meditate ^one, nor speak of all 

The hopes that stir, the terrors that appal 

Our secret souls, as in their inmost cells 

The storm careers, or the bright sunshine dwells. 

Teach us that solemn silence of the heart, 

E'en while we fill with zeal life's earnest part. 

With footsteps swift to hurry on the way 

Wherever love and duty sheds its ray. 

But from the earth we tread to raise our eyes 

With calm repose to the unchanging skies. 
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IS erst on IsraeFs sacred ark 
The Token Cloud remained, 
That nightly turn'd to fire the sign 
That God amongst them reign'd. 

The midnight hour — the noonday skies, 
That awful presence own*d, — 

By day a cloud, by night a flame, 
In light or shade enthroned. 

As God of old in mercy veil'd 
The prophet's yearning eyes. 
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As the too dazzling glory pass'd 
Between him and the skies : 



As erst St Thomas stretch'd his hands 
The sacred wounds to test, 

And in their deep reality 
A risen God confest : 



So bows my soul each solemn hour 

The sacred Host before, 
A hidden God upon His throne 

In silence to adore. 



No human eye could gaze and live, 
God's hand is in the cloud 

That earthly sense and vision spreads. 
That light divine to shroud. 

That hand upon my eyes, Lord, 

In love and awe I own ; 
For here Thy glory will descend 

Unseen, but not unknown. 
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As long as Time's swift footsteps fall 
Like thieves at midnight tread, 

Till Heaven unfolds her portals wide 
And Earth gives up her dead. 
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|N breathless silence kneel, 
With trembling rapture feel 
The hour of grace is nigh ; 
Watch for the signal given, 
As for a voice from Heaven, 
The Lord is standing by. 

Stir not the silent air. 
E'en by the words of prayer. 

Breathe not too loud a sigh. 
In your heart's deep recess, 
Your fears, your hopes express, — 

Send up a speechless cry. 
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Mute be the organ's strain, 
Man's voice of praise is vain, 

Where God is all in all. 
Speak not, let words alone ; 
Be still. His presence own. 

Before Him prostrate fall : 

This is no earthly hour ; 
This is no mortal power ; 

God is among you now. 
And each full heai*t may share, 
In Peter's raptured prayer, 

On the lone mountain's brow. 
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|EEP in the soul, and deeper still, 
The pardoning words descend, 
Utter'd on earth and heard on high, 

To Heaven they ascend. 
Yet once more lift thy heart in prayer, 

Yet once more bow thy head. 
Then rise with purpose meek and strong. 

The narrow path to tread. 
And ever as the wayside dust 

Clings to thy weary feet. 
The pools of living water stand, 

Thy falt'ring steps to greet. 
Not by Archangel's hand at times. 

Endued with power to lave, 
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From thy feet the chains are riven, 
To thy soul a light is given, 

Angels lead thee on to Heaven, 
And bid thee sin no more. 
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HEAET of Jesus, Heart of God ! 
source of boundless love ! 
By angels praised, by saints adored, 
From their bright thrones above. 

The poorest, saddest heart on earth 
May claim Thee for its own ; 

burning, throbbing Heart of Christ, 
Too late, too little known ! 

The very sound of those sweet words, 

The Sacred Heart can give 
To the most lone and burthen'd soul 

Strength to endure and live. 
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A mother may forget her child, 

A father prove untrue ; 
A brother or a sister turn 

Unkind and thankless too. 

The hearts of men are often hard, 

And full of selfish care; 
But in the Sacred Heart we find 

A refuge from despair. 

To Thee, my Jesus, then I come, 

A poor and helpless child ; 
And on Thine own words, " Come to me," 

My only hope I build. 

The world is cold, and life is sad, 

I crave the blessed rest 
Of those who lay their weary heads 

Upon Thy sacred breast. 

For love is stronger far than death. 
And who can love like Thee^ 

My Saviour, whose appealing Heart 
Broke on the Cross for me ? 



THE SACRED HEART, 



"S 



The purest, deepest earthly love, 
What is it, Lord, to Thine ? 

A single drop from a great fount, 
Eternal and divine. 




n6 A rc:c£ fxo.v the altar. 



% ^m from tlit JItar. 



PBQW from the altar breathing, sweet as a welcome home, 
BQfl er the hush'd spirit stealing, divinest accents come : 
A hope and a desire, a yearning and a rest, 
A still, consuming fire that burns within the breast. 

What is that voice resounding when all is still around % 
Wliat is that joy entrancing the soul in rapture bound ? 
Is it an angel acting a faithful guai*dian*s part, 
Or God himself revealing the secrets of His heart ? 

Oh stay, and hear Him utter what those deep throbbings 

tell 
Of all He chose to suffer because He loved too well ; 
The anguish of the Passion, the story of the Cross, 

mht oi His affection which could not brook our loss. 



y''''>fm^ 



A VOICE FROM THE ALTAR. II7 



Oh let those wordless pleadings, those silent lessons, move 
Our hearts with their great teachings of more than human 

love ! 
Like victims prompt and willing at His de^ir feet to lie ; 
For His dear sake consenting to live, suffer, and die. 
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C0 Saint (£IisaI)dJ[ cf ^m^ 
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jY all the humble grace that mark'd 
Thy footsteps from thy birth ; 
By all the miracles that graced 
Thy brief sojourn on earth : 

By all the sufferers, young and old, 

That to thy threshold came ; 
By all the lepers, all the poor, 

That ever bless'd thy name : 

By each fair rose that bloom'd within 
The vest where love had sought, 
ith curious eye, to scan the dole 
famish'd beggars brought : 



TO SAINT ELISABETH OF HUNGARY. II9 

By all the Poets' dreams that still 

Are blended with thy name ; 
By all the Legends which adorn 

And consecrate thy fame : 

By the strange bird whose dulcet notes 

Eang in thy dying ear ; 
And by the hymns which angels sang 

In choir round thy bier : 

By those sweet tokens of God's grace, 

Bless all who swell thy train ; 
And let thy spirit, dearest Saint, 

With us ever remain. 



<^<^i^te)&^ 



X) 



dtXBtB 



FBOM 



"ELLEN MIDDLETON," "LADY BIRD," 
"CONSTANCE SHERWOOD." 



r\ 




^t inas a C|ilir. 



J^WIHE was a child, and in her eyes, 
i^Hl And in her Bmiles, and in her sighs, 
There was a world of dreamy thought 
With strange and careless beauty fraught : 
For as the haze that dims the skies, 
Or the hot sammer mist that lies 
On the calm, sleeping, waveless sea ; 
Or the soft emerald of the lea ; 
Or nature's silence in the hour 
When the tempestuous heavens lower, — 
Was the unconsciousness that veil'd 
What soon that ardent spirit hail'd. 



T24 SHE WAS A CHILD. 

Such was her childhood, but 'tis past ; 

The hazy mom has clear'd at last, 

The mind breaks forth from its dull shroud, 

E*en like the lightning from the cloud ; 

On the white, eager, blue-vein'd brow 

Fast-crowding thoughts are pressing now, 

And tides of passion freely roll 

Over that young impetuous soul ; 

While Genius, like the stormy light 

Reflected in the torrent's might, 

For good or evil, from that day 

Holds uncontrolled her magic sway : 

Never until the end of life 

Can she be passive in the strife. 

Others must follow in her wake, 

And strive and suffer for her sake ; 

To her strong will their wills must yield, 

Her 'witching voice a power wield 

Few will resist. What side, what part. 

Wilt thou then take, struggling heart ! 

In the great battlefield that lies 

Dimly outstretched before thine eyes ? 



THE PASSION FLOWER, '1 25 



%\% Ifiassijii Jfl0fou» 



FROM "ELLEN MIDDLETON." 



> "» 




[H wish her not to live again, 
Thy dying Passion flower ! 
For better is the calm of death 
Than life's uneasy hour. 

Weep not, if through her withering stem 

Is creeping dull decay ; 
Weep not, if ere the sun has set 

Thy nursling dies away. 

The blast was keen, the winter's snow 

Was cold upon her breast ; 
And though the sun is shining now, 

Still let her calmly rest. 



126 Tff£ PASS/OI^ FLOWEk, 

Her tale is told : her slender strength 
Has left her drooping form ; 

She cannot raise her bruisM head 
To face another storm. 

Then gently lay her down to die, 
l?hy broken Passion flower ; 

And let her close her troubled life 
With one untroubled hour. 




A blMlb MAN^s Ldv£. 127 
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% llinb Itan's foh. 



FROM " LADY BIRD. 



»» 



m 



S, others say they love, but is the love of those 
who see, 

The same deep undivided love my blindness gives to thee ? 
And do those who can freely gaze on the fair earth and 

sky,— 

Do they watch, as I do, for each faint whispered word or 
sigh? 

And is their joy like unto mine at the sound of thy voice ? 

And at the touch of thy dear hand, do they like me re- 
joice ? 

And is the air more sweet to them, the free and blessed 
air, 

When it has play'd through the fair locks of thy long 
waving hair? 



128 A BL^ND MAN^S LOVB, 



And does a sense of gloom oppress their hearts Vith heavy 

weight 
If ever they have chanced in vain thy coming to await % 
Oh ! if they love and see, do they e'er gaze on aught but 

thee, 
Then what they call their love is not what my love is to 

me. 




REMORSE, 129 
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FROM **LADT BIRD." 




KNEW a noble, goodly tree that lent my youth its 
shade ; 

To blight it with insidious arts was the return I made : 
I knew an ivy branch that clung with sheltering love to me ; 
I never dream'd that faithful branch betray'd could ever 

be: 
I knew a bright and blooming flower, and gazed on it too 

long; 
I. snatch'd it rudely from its stem, and did it grievous 

wrong : 
I loved them all, I ruin'd them all, — I sink beneath the 

load 

Of mem'ry's burthen dark'ning all my long and weary road. 

I 



I30 



REMORSE, 



If I could die ! — but death comes not to those who crave 

it most. 
I snatch'd a moment's joy, alas ! and counted not the 

cost! 




DO 1 NOT LOVE THEE? I3I 



|o I mi ffik %\tt1 



FROM " LADY BIRD." 
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I not love thee 1 No, I feel 
For land, and sky, and sea, 
And all the beauteous things of earth, 
All that I feel for thee. 

Do I not love thee ] No, I gaze 

On rose or lily bright. 
With the same look I fix on thee 

Of wonder and delight. 

Do I not love thee ? No, my ears 

In the spring time rejoice 
As much in the birds' songs as in 

The music «;/ thy voice. 



132 DO I NOT LOVE THEE ? 

Do I not love thee 1 No ; the stars, 
The whispering breeze, the flowers, 

The murmur of the waves at night, 
And the sweet citron bowers. 

Have breathed into my soul a sense 

Of rapture and of love, 
Quite as entrancing as thy sight 

Have ever made me prove. 




LINES. 



^?iZ 



f in^s 



Supposed to be those written by the Countess of Arundel on a pane of 
glass tvith a diamond, and Queen Elizabeth^ s scornful Answer, 



FROM "CONSTANCE SHERWOOD." 



-*+ 




|0T seldom doth the sun sink down in brightest 

light, 

Which rose at early dawn disfigured quite outright ; 
So shall my fortunes, wrapt so long in darkest night, 
Revive and show ere long an aspect clear and bright. 



QUEEN ELIZABETH'S SUPPOSED ANSWER. 

Not seldom do vain hopes deceive a silly heart, — 
Let all such witless dreams now vanish and depart ; 
For Fortune shall ne'er shine, I promise thee, on one 
Whose folly hath for aye all hopes thereof undone. 



134 WHAT THE CHIMES SEEMED TO SAY. 



M\t i\t Cpmw ]uf St ©Mtn setaiei to l^u 
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FROM "a stormy LIFE." 




DIEU, bonheur ! 
Salut, malheur ! 
N'ai plus d'espoir, 
Plus de deboire. 

Amour au ciel, 
Et jamais fiel. 

doux revoir ! 

Plus de d6boire. 



--s«^KSIR?»§"--- 




Jfrajamds front s Salt in fac. 



H. de Burantp, in the course of a tour of inapectioa througii Bots* 
of tha lunatic asylums in France, was atnick with the expres- 
sion of suffering, but of deep prace, which he observed in the 
face of a Sister of Charity devoted to the care of the insane. 
He was told that she had joiued the Order, and asked to be 
employed in this aervioe, in consequence of her father's death, 
which had occurred a tew years before. A young man who was 
attached to her, and whose affection she returned, had killed 
him in a fit of insanity, because be had refused to consent to 
their marriage on account of the unsettled state of hia mind. 



SCEUR MAEGUEEITE. 
nSTILL was her face, likf; an autumnal night ; 
KSI And even when a smile, more calm than bright, 
Play'd on her lips or gleam'd upon her brow, 
Faintly as moonlight shining on the snow, 



136 FRAGMENTS FROM A TALE IN VERSE. 



Too sad at once and beautiful for earth, 

It bore no semblance to mere human mirth. 

Others beside her in their blooming years, 

Ere grief had stain'd their youthful cheeks with tears, 

Had chosen, in the morn of life, the love 

Of poverty below and God above. 

Not so, Soeur Marguerite, — a rarer grace, 

A thornier path, had led her to embrace 

A Hfe of sacrifice — to pray, to plead, 

And win at a great cost a priceless meed : 

Bound by a tie, strong as the cable chain 

That lies conceal'd beneath the silent main. 

Each feature of her pale and suffering face 

Spoke of past struggle and of hard- won peace. 



A POETEAIT. 

Emilia was in form and mind a child. 
The fragile sport of thoughts and fancies wild ; 
Her tears as transient as the April showers, 
Her smiles as radiant as its sun-lit hours. 



FRAGMENTS FROM A TALE IN VERSE, I37 

A lovely plaything, — in her youthful days 
She fluttered in the light of Fortune's rays, 
Exulting freely in each pleasing dream, 
And laughing gaily on life's waveless stream ; 
But when upon its tide fast-gathering woes 
In quick succession miserably rose, 
Like a frail insect or a bruised flower 
O'ertaken by the blast's unkindly power — 
A creature made for pleasure, not for toil, 
She sank and perish'd on the world's hard soil ! 



A FINE DAY IN SUMMER 

A DAY when Summer supersedes the Spring, 
And June's innumerable roses fling 
Their perfumed odours o'er the passing breeze 
That sweeps enamour'd o'er the fairy trees ; 
When floods of light intoxicate the eye, 
When earth expands beneath a cloudless sky. 
And every waving branch and leafy bower 
Bursts into song and blossoms into flower. 



138 FRAGMENTS FROM A TALE IN VERSE. 

DISAPPOINTMENT. 

One evening in the twilight 

I walk'd to the round tower, 
Where often we had wander'd 

At the same sunset hour. 
I felt a wistful longing 

To see that grove again, 
And, through its shady vistas, 

The smiling distant plain ; 
To gather the wild roses, 

The sweet-briar that grew 
Among the hoary branches 

Of the old withered yew. 
I thought the soothing murmur 

Of the loud waterfall, 
The perfume of the flowers 

That fringe the ruin'd wall, 
Would still the throbbing pulses 

Of my hot, aching brain, 
And give me what I needed — 

A patience in my pain. 
The bench was in its old place. 

Beneath a broken arch, 



\ 



FRAGMENTS FROM A TALE IN VERSE. 1 39 

O'ershadow'd by the laurel, 

The ilex, and the larch. 
I sat there like an image, 

With tearless, closed eyes ; 
I could not bear the sunlight 

Or cull the yellow flowers : 
They spoke too much of summer, 

Of bygone happy hours ; 
They brought with them a number 

Of memories in their train ; 
That made their sweetness suffering, 

Their loveliness a pain. 



A FAEEWELL. 

I LEAVE thee friendless in a world of tears, 
I leave thee helpless midst a host of fears ; 
The morning promise of thy young days fled, 
A withering sorrow bowing down thy head. 
I know thee well ; betwixt thee and the past 
A deep, irrevocable gulph is cast ; 
Life can no more have common joys for thee ; 
Great as thy trial must thy courage be. 



I40 FRAGMENTS FROM A TALE IN VERSE, 

Despondency will cloud and grief assail 

Thy faltering heart : its strength will seem to fail ; 

But God will help thee. Onward thou wilt go, 

Bearing thine own and cheering others' woe ; 

Treading the path where guiding angels lead, 

And scattering on thy way the priceless seed, 

Which, sown in tears, is harvested in joy. 

Aim at high virtue : in thy soul destroy 

All but the sacred impulses that give 

Grace upon earth an angeFs life to live. 

Seek for naught else : in this surrender lies 

Peace without end ; and when those trembling sighs 

Cease to convulse thy over-burthened breast. 

When thy dear eyes from tears begin to rest, 

Tenderly then, and gladly call to mind 

How thy poor father on this day resign'd 

All meaner and more earthly hopes for thee 

Than the blest freedom of those God makes free. 




AT THE SEASIDE. I41 



%i i\t Btuht, 



WBITTKN IN YOUTH. 
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|UI j'aime le munnure orageux de la mer, 
J'aime de I'ouragan la sublime colere, 
J'aime voir les vagues, menagantes et leiites, 
Eouler au loin leurs lames ^cumantes, bruyantes, 
Et les flots irrit^s envahissant la plage 
En longs mugissements y exhaler leur rage. 
J'aime h, voir Toiseau blanc jouer dans la tourmente, 
Sous un ciel qui s^abaisse sur la terre tremblante. 
J'aime k voir un vaisseau lorsque Torage gronde 
Tracer un long sillon sur T^cume de Tonde 
Braver des ^l^ments Timp^tueux effort, 
Gonfler ses larges voiles et cinglant vers le port, 
D6fier de Toc^an Timpuissante fureur. 
D'od vient qu'en y r^vant-je sens battre mon coeur ? 



142 AT THE SEASIDE, 



Quel est le lien secret dont les cordes sonores, 
Dans mon ^me troubl^e vibrent et fremissent alors ? 
Vous le savez, mon Dieu, car vous sondez Tabyme, 
Vous lisez dans les coeurs et votre main s*imprime 
Sur les vents d6chain6s, sur I'onde qui s'irrite, 
Sur le vaisseau qui lutte et le coeur qui s'agite. 




ON THE DEATH OF THE COUNTESS OF BURLINGTON 1 43 






1840. 




|OMME un lys moisonne, par la main du faucheur 
Au printemps de I'ann^e, au printemps de la vie, 
Tu passas comme une ombre, douce et blanche fleur ! 
A la terre donn^e, k la terre ravie. 

Tu vivais belle et pure k I'abri des orages, 

Uamour et Tamiti^ r^pandaient dans ton cceur 

Leurs fragiles tr^sors et un ciel sans nuages 
Semblait lui garantir la vie et le bonheur. 

Mais ddja tu disais k la terre un adieu, 

Tu r^vait en silence un celeste s^jour, 
Ton 4me s'^langait vers le sein de ton Dieu 

Et tes bras s'entr'ouvraient a Teternel amour. 



144 ON THE DEATH OF THE COUNTESS OF BURLINGTON, 

Et nous qui sur ton front summes lire le sceau, 
Que le divin Sauveur imprime k ses 6lus. 

Pleurons, mais en pleurant levons les yeux la haut 
Et disons : "Pr^s de Lui vit un ange de plus." * 




TO MY AUNT. I45 



Cfl Pg Sunt 
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I OLE sister of my mother, e'en 
On this thy natal day 
Would that my verse could lovingly 
That mother's love portray — 

Which haunts thy footsteps even now, 

As in the days of yore, 
When side by side, with childish glee. 

You trod yon sandy shore.* 

An only sister's love ! Ah ! life 
Knows few such tender ties ! 

Aught so enduring or so pure 
As in that feeling lies. 

* Written at Worthing, 1849. 
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146 TO MY AUNT, 



Oh ! dear to me for her dear sake, 

Beloved above all ; 
And for thine own sweet self, whose charm 

No words can e'er recall ; 

For childhood's grace, blended with wit 

Unconscious of its power, 
And youth's attractions, still survive 

Unfaded to this hour ! 

And should'st thou live to be what we 

Of old a beldam styled. 
And of thy great-grandchildren hold 

Upon thy knees the child, — 

The nameless spell that wins us now, 

E'en to thy latest age 
Would still endure, gild its decline, 

And every heart engage. 




TO F. L. G. 147 
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TKONG is the link that binds our hearts, 
brother ! to the end ; 
Firm as thy true and constant love, 
Most dear and faithful friend ! 

Its cable chain lies deep ; time's waves 

Sweep over it in vain : 
It rises with each varying tide 

Of mutual joy and pain. 

That love ne'er fails, whatever the need 

Of comfort or of aid ; 
Instinctively I cling to it 

In sunshine and in shade. 



uS 



TO p. L. a. 



Few hearts there are on which a heart 

Can rest in as on thine. 
And few can feel or own it with 

More tenderness than mine. 

Jfoy Id, 1871. 





riTAf DULCEDO ET SPES NOSTRA. I49 
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LITTLE Vita, I had deem'd 
My heart had grown too old, 
Something so young, something so bright. 
Thus warmly to enfold. 

A calm regard, a fervent prayer. 

Perchance some silent tears. 
Were all that heart had thought to give 

In its declining years. 

But thou hast touched some latent chords 

That seldom now resound. 
And moved the secret springs that still 

In its lone depths are found. 



150 VITA, DULCEDO ET SPES NOSTRA. 

little life ! I love thee for 
The present and the past ; 

1 love thee for the mould in which 

Thy childish form is cast. 

I love thee for thy voice, for all 
Thy graceful winning ways, . 

And each resemblance that awakes 
The thought of other days. 





lines 



■RB FTLLES du printemps, 
KSnfl Par ses tildes vapeurs, 

Doucement embaum^s ! 
Berc^es par son haleine 
B^gnSea de aes aenteurs 
Suaves et parfum^es ! 



Quel est I'attralt puissant, 
La celeste magie, 

Qui vers vous nous attire, 
Et d^toumant nos yeux 
Des Boucis de la vie, 

Noua force k vous sonrire. 
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Seriez-vous un reflet. 
Da lointain paradis 

Ou nos premiers parents 
Voyaient a chaque pas 
Xaivement ^pris 

Xaitre vos dons channants ? 

Frais et gracienx jonets, 
Fragile et cher tresor 
De la premiere enfance, 
Votre souffle enchante 
Vient nous parler encore 
Des joies de Tinnocence. 

Souvenirs du pas§4 
Mais compagnes fideles 
De nos plus trisies jours ; 
A rheure du dedin, 
Kiantes et nouveUes, 
Voas ncvQS souiiez toujouis. 



Lt rose da desert, 
]> Irs de la Tall^ 
XoQS rippelent sans cesse 



LINES IMITATED FROM THE ^^ CHRISTIAN YEAR," I$$ 

Du Dieu qui contemplait 
Les champs dela Jud^,. 
La divine tendresse. 

Et vous, fleurs de la Croix, 
Du Calvaire h nos yeux 
Eetragant les mystoes 
Pour calmer nos douleurs 
Elevez vers les cieux 
Vos muettes pri^res. 

Palmes des Martyres ! 
Couronnes des Saints ! 
Eadieuses, immortelles ! 
Enivrez Tunivers 

De vos parfums divin«, 
Douces Fleurs 6ternelles ! 




^t |linb iirl of Citstel Mlf. 



HHHE sky was bright, the air was aoft 
HsI On good St Joseph's eve, 
AVhen bursting from the orchard's stems 
The snowy blossoms heave. 

While, echoing from the mountMn height 

Of Castel Cuilld, rose 
A strain of passing sweetness through 

The valley's deep repose. 

And loud and dear the cadence rung 

As gay young voices bore 
The burthen of that bridaJ hymn 

Their fathers sang of yore. 
• Sea note, p. 183, 



THE BLIND GIRL, 1 55 



" Pour your snowy blossoms forth, 
Peach, and pear, and ahnond trees ; 
Hang your rosy garlands on. 
Wave them with yon waving breeze. 

" Mountain paths, and hedges wild, 
Bloom, that never bloom'd before ; 
The bride of Castel Cuill6 comes, — 
Fling your gifts her pathway o'er." 

And now where on that verging rock 

Their careless steps alight, 
A troop of fair and laughing girls 

Arrest their giddy flight ; 

And placed betwixt the earth and sky, 
Like some bright angels sent, 

They stood and o'er the vale below 
Their radiant glances bent. 

But soon along the mountain's side 
With joyous steps they bound. 

Where tow'rds the woods of St Amand 
Their narrow pathway wound. 



\ 
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Betrothed they were, and Marguerite, 

His own affianced wife, 
When came the dread disease that took 

Her sight, but spared her life. 

Alas ! for these young lovers now, 
Their earthly joys are o'er ! 
" My son the orphan shall not wed ! " 
An angry father swore. 

A lone and weary man Baptiste 

His saddened home had left, 
And, back returning, found that home 

Of love and peace bereft. 

His father's prayers, his mother's tears. 

Extort a hasty vow. 
And Baptiste to the rich Ang^le 

His faith has plighted now. 

But, hark ! the bridal party shout 
With now redoubled glee, 
" The witch I the witch ! the lame old Jeanne 
Close by the fountain see." 



THE BLIND GIRL, 1 59 



And there she was, poor Jeanne the witch, 

With snowy hair and cheek, 
Whose shriveird skin, and furrows deep, 

Of age and sorrow speak. 

Around her crowd the merry group, 

And laughingly pursue. 
For nought that Jeanne had e'er foretold 

Had ever proved untrue. 

Nor aught had maiden ever learnt, 

From Jeanne's prophetic lore. 
But what her trembling heart had oft 

In secret wish'd before. 

But stem is Jeanne the witch's eye. 

And wildly glares it now, 
From underneath her wizen'd locks. 

On Baptiste's sullen brow. 

For there he stood, and much, I ween. 

His colour went and came ; 
And cold as marble statue, turn'd 

The faithless lover's frame ; 
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When, seizing on fair Ang^le's hand, 

The aged sibyl made 
The Cross's blessed sign thereon, 

And thus addressed the maid : 

" To-morrow's dawn the wedding sees 
Of perjured Baptiste's bride ; 
God send, Ang^e, it may not see 
A maiden's grave beside ! " 

She hush'd, and moved away \ her words 
Have for one moment's space 

O'ercast the sunny light of joy 
On each bewilder'd face. 

But can two troubled drops of rain 
The sparkling course obscure 

Of yonder silver streamlet's wave, 
Or stain its surface pure % 

Oh, no ! for one short instant hush'd, 

The bridal voice of song 
Burst forth anew, with louder glee, 

The joyous hills among. 



THE BLIND GIRL. l6l 



The bridegroom follows pale as death, 
Whilst up the path they bound ; 

And a^ they go their wild refrain 
Awakes the echoes round. 

" Mountain paths and hedges wild 
Bloom which never bloom'd before, 
The bride of Castel Cuill^ comes, 
Fling your gifts her pathway o'er/' 

Alone her cottage home within, 
' In broken accents sweet, 
With pale fair face, and thoughtful brow, 
Laments poor Marguerite. 

" He 's come, yet three long days are past 
Since little Paul ran in. 
And clapp'd his hands for joy, and cried, 
' Baptiste is come again.' 

" And knows he not that six long months 
I 've sat and watch'd alone. 
And deem'd my dark night's single star 
For aye and ever gone. 
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" For what is day, and what is night, 
To one whose aching brain 
Has strained, and sought in agony- 
One ray of light in vain. 

" When others say the light is come. 
Then darkest 'tis to me. 
For each returning day renews 
The light I cannot see. 

'* One night of fearful gloom is all 
These burning eyelids know, 
For other's light and joy, for me 
All, all is darkness now, 

" Ah me ! my soul is sad, and dark 
My musing fancies grow, 
But one sweet kiss from Baptiste's lip 
Would cool my fevered brow. 

'*For light I yearn, and surely light 
Is but the sky so blue. 
And Baptiste's beaming eyes reflect 
That deep unchanging hue. 



THE BLIND GIRL, 1 63 



" A heaven of love like that above 
Is mine, my loved one by ; 
No more I care for fields and flowers, 
For earth, or sun, or sky ; 

" But far from him, my spirit mourns 
The light of other days, 
As ivy, rudely severed from 
The parent stem, decays. 

" They say the love of those who mourn 
Has ever truest been ; 
But oh ! such love as blindness feels 
Has never yet been seen. 

*' But will he come ? God only knows ; 
Perchance I wait in vain. 
Oh, horrid thought ! away, away ! 
It scares my weaken'd brain. 

" And oh ! 'tis wrong to doubt him thus ; 
On holy Cross he swore ; 
Hush, hush, my foolish heart ! he '11 come, 
And never leave me more. 
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" Perchance my lover's wearied, ill, 
And therefore tarries home ; 
But hark ! a hasty step ; the latch — 
My Baptiste, art thou comel'' 

Then open flew the garden-gate, 

And rose poor Marguerite, 
With outstretched arms and trembling pace, 

His welcome steps to meet. 

But no ; 'tis Paul who comes alone, 
And, bounding to her side, — 
" Come, sister, come, I fain would see 
Ang^le, the pretty bride. 

" And fain would I the laurel boughs 
Have borne from St Amand : 
Why came they not to fetch us here % 
Come, sister, take my hand." 

" AngMe a bride ! and hast thou seen 
The bridal party gay % 
How secret was this wedding kept ! 
And who the bridegroom — sayT' 
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" Why, sister, 'tis thy friend Baptiste ! "- 
A feeble cry was all 
The poor blind orphan gave, and sunk 
Against her cottage wall. 

Her heart well nigh had ceased to beat 
For some few seconds' space ; 

Whilst, half afraid, the startled child 
Gazed on her alter'd face. 

But now her ear has caught the sound. 
The well-known bridal strain. 

And life returns, and with it, too, 
The icy grasp of pain. 

" Now, hearken, sister, how they sing, 
And shout, and dance along ; 
To leave us out, sweet Marguerite, 
I can't but think it wrong. 

** At early dawn the bells will ring 
To mark the wedding time ; 
How sad 'twill be, alone the while. 
To hear the merry chime," 



1 66 THE BLIND GIRL, 



" Hush, hush ! and fret not, little Paul, 
Thou shalt not miss the show ; 
To this gay bridal, brother dear. 
Together we will go. 

" And now run out awhile, and close 
The garden-gate f but ere 
The boy had left his sister's side, 
Old Jeanne, the witch, was there. 

** Why, by my witchdom, ne'er did I 
So vile a racket know ; 
But, sure thy hand is icy cold, 
My child ; what ails thee now V 

" There 's nothing ails me, Jeanne ; 'tis sweet 
For me to sit and hear 
Those nuptial voices gay, and think 
My wedding day is near. 

" When Easter comes, I too shall be 
A proud and happy bride ; 
Thy fortune-telling cards, good Jeanne, 
Have never, never lied. 
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" And muqh, I ween, Baptiste and me 
Will praise thy wondrous lore ; 
And oh ! 'twill be a blessed thing 
To hear his voice once more." 

" Too dearly dost thou love him, child \ 
Too fondly dost thou lay 
Thy hopes upon a broken reed ; 

Kneel down, kneel down, and pray/' 

" The more I pray, the more I love — 
A sin it cannot be ; 
For surely, Jeanne, Baptiste is kind, 
And ever true to me !" 

No answer : all is over then ; 

Her last faint hope is gone, 
And true the fatal tale that turn'd 

Her tender heart to stone. 

But wildly smiled poor Marguerite, 
And laugh'd and questioned on, 

The while a hectic flush arose 
Her palUd cheek upon. 
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And well till night, when Jeanne withdrew, 

The orphan play'd her part ; 
And little thought poor Jeanne she left 

Behind a breaking heart. 

Alas ! poor Jeanne the witch ! *tis clear 

No magic arts are thine ; 
Nor can thy simple skill the depths 

Of grief like hers divine. 

Perchance this morn thy full heart found, 

By yonder well side's brink, 
A clearer view of future woe 

Than ev'n thyself could think. 

Slow dawns the day ; the clock has struck 

The hour of nine ; meanwhile 
Two maidens in their cottage homes 

The weary hours beguile. 

Queen of the day, the one displays 

Her crown of orange flower, 
The golden cross and gay attire 

Must grace the bridal hour ; 



^ 
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And gazing on the lovely form 
Eeflected in her mirror, smiles, 

And, pleased, rehearses all her store 
Of beauty's playful wiles. 

But no bright flowery wreath adorns 

The other maiden's brow ; 
And 'tis no golden cross, I ween, 

Her pale hands clasp e'en now — 

As, tottering through her narrow room, 

Closer she draws the folds 
Of her light vesture o'er the prize 

Her grasp securely holds. 

With jest and song, a thoughtless group 

Around the one repair. 
And she, embraced and flatter'd still, 

Omits her daily prayer. 

The other kneels the while, and prays 

In murmured accents low, 
Whilst cold her brow the death-drops stain, 

« God ! have mercy Thou /" 
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And now they start, and, led by Paul, 

The orphan calmly wends 
Her way the mountain path along 

That towards the church ascends. 

The day was foggy, damp the air. 

Perfumed with laurel, came. 
And with it deadly shivers brought. 

That wrung her feeble frame. 

Not far from where the ruins stand 

Of Castel Cuill^'s tower, 
The little Gothic church erects 

Its weather-beaten spire j 

Around whose cloud-enveloped height 

The ocean eagle sings. 
Whilst underneath its time-worn roof 

Her brood the swallow brings. 

*^ Hush, Paul ! '* the maiden cries ; *' methinks 

The steep ascent we reach." 
"Oh, yes ! we 're come, and, sister, hark, 

I hear the osprey screech. . 
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" I hate that dark, ill-omen'd bird. 
Ill-luck it surely brings, 
And some misfortune follows still 
Whene'er it hoarsely sings. 

" Dost thou remember, sister dear. 
What time our father died. 
When, kneeling by his bedside, both 
The live-long night we cried ? 

" We cried all night, but chiefly when 
He kiss'd us both, and said — 
* Take care of Paul, my girl, for I 
To-morrow shall be dead.' 

" Oh, how we wept ! — and sure enough 
He died ; and on the roof 
The osprey sung — I marked it well — 
As now she sings aloof. 

" Ah ! sister, do not clasp me so ; 
You hurt me. Marguerite ! 
You stifle me with kisses : — see 
The bridal train we meet 1 



172 THE BUND GIRL. 



" But pale thou art, and trembling too, 
I fear me thou wilt swoon." 
And true it was ; the maiden's strength, 
O'ertask'd, must fail her soon. 

The chord her brother's words have wrung 
Has snapp'd with sudden pain ; 

Affrighted, back she starts, but Paul 
Has urged her on again. 

And when the poor bewilder'd girl 

The laurel trod beneath 
Her feet, and 'gainst her head had struck 

The porch's hanging wreath, 

A change came o'er her ; on she rush'd 

The moving crowd among — 
As if to some gay festive scene — 

The narrow aisle along. 

But lo ! with joyous peal, and loud, 

The marriage-bells resound, 
And far and wide, through rock 2^nd vale, 

Awake the echoes round. 
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The clouds have pass'd away, the sun 

In splendour beams again, 
As, winding through the portal gate, 

Appears the bridal train. 

But gloomy still, as yester eve, 
The false one's cheek grew pale. 

As in that nuptial hour he mused 
On Jeanne's prophetic tale. 

Whilst Ang^le recks of little else 

Her golden cross beside \ 
Enough for her she moves along 

The fair and envied bride ; 

And shakes her pretty head, and smiles 
As all around her say — 
'* Was ever bride so fair as her 
Whom Baptiste weds to-day ! " 

And now the mass is said, and near 
The altar stood the priest ; 

Betwixt his trembling fingers held 
The spousal ring, Baptiste. 



\ 
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But, while his bride's expecting hand 

The guttering pledge awaits, 
He needs must speak the few short words 

That seal their mutual fates. 

Tis done ; and lo ! a voice has struck 
The bridegroom's ear, and chilPd 

His heart's warm blood, and wildly through 
The wondering crowd has thrilPd, — 

Who from some dark, sequestered shrike. 

Behold, with sudden fear, 
The waving arms, the face insane. 

Of Marguerite appear. 

" Baptiste has will'd my death !" she cried : 
" This, this shall set me free ! 
At this gay wedding blood must needs 
Tlie holy water be." 

And as she spoke, a knife she drew 

That in her bosom lay ; 
But ere the frantic deed was done 

Her spirit pass'd away. 
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And God in mercy call'd her home 
" Where those who mourn are blest, 

Where the wicked cease from troubling, 
And the weary are at rest." 

That eve, in place of bridal songs. 

The "De Profundis" rose, 
As, borne by weeping girls along, 

A coffin churchward goes. 

And village maids, in white attire. 

Around in silence drew. 
And then, in murmur'd accents low, 

Their dirge-like chaunt renew. 

'' Peach, and pear, and almond- trees. 
Away your snowy blossoms hide, 
For death has woo'd the sweetest flower 
That grew on Castel Cuill^'s side. 

" Mountain paths, and hedges wild, 
Weep, that never wept before \ 
Wave your darkest, cypress boughs. 
Wave them yonder pathway o'er." 
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TRANSLATED FROM THE GERMAN (kRUMMACHER*S "PARABELN"). 
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|EAEY of pleasure, 

And laden with treasure, 
The Angel of Flowers 
Had wander'd for hours, 
When he sank down to rest, 
With his wings on his breast ; 
And the Kose of the glade 
Lent her beautiful shade 
To guard and to cover 
The Flower King's slumber. 
When the angel awoke, 
Then in rapture he spoke : 
" Thou queen of my bowers ! 
Thou fairest of flowers ! 
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Say, what gift shall be mine, 
And what guerdon be thine V* 
" In guerdon of duty 
Bestow some new beauty/' 
The Eose said, and smiled 
Like a mischievous child. 
The angel upstarted, 
And ere he departed, 
To rebuke the vain flower 
In the pride of her power. 
He flung some rude moss 
Her fair bosom across ; 
But her new robes of green 
So became the fair queen. 
That the Angel of Flowers, 
As he fled through her bowers. 
Had to own in despair 
He had granted her prayer. 



M 




NOTES. 
I. 

Extract from the Introduction to "The Catholic Church in Scotland," 
hy the Rev, T. F, S, Gordon, from which is derived the story of 
the Old Highlander, 

To this period of our history belong some curious anecdotes of 
the time when Catholic Missionaries were scarce, and before they 
had any fixed residence in the country. Those of them whom 
banishment had not carried oflF, nor premature old age disabled, 
were called upon to supply the spiritual wants of vast districts. 

At a time when it was impossible to keep the Holy Sacrament 
long by them, for the use of the sick, and when it was uncertain ' 
when or where they might be permitted to say Mass next, the 
Clergy made it their practice, while preparing for Mass, to offer a 
short prayer before the temporary Altar, begging for direction as 
to the number of particles that might be required before they had 
another opportunity of consecrating. 

It was generally observed that the whole number thus reserved, 
was needed before the next opportunity occurred. Bishop Hay 
used to mention this incident to the young students at his College 
at Aquhorties, as an example of Divine interposition in days when 
the Scotch Catholics had much to suffer. One of these students 
(the late Mr Carmichael, who died at Peterhead, 1856), who after- 
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wards l>ecame a Missionary, and lived to a good old as^e, related it 
to me i. writing togetll with Beveral other parti!^ of his 
great master. 

The following story I owe also to the same source. The 
Bishop used to tell it to his students, in his exhortations to them 
to prepare for death, and when urging them to pray for the in- 
estimable graces of the sacraments in that trying hour. One or 
two names and dates are taken from Bishop Geddes' catalogue of 
Secular Missionaries. 

The middle of the seventeenth centurv found the Scotch 
Mission, and more particularly the scattered flock in the Highland 
glens, almost as sheep without a shepherd. The chieftain of the 
Macdonells sent over to Ireland, to procure two priests for the 
superintendence of his people and of his immediate neighbours. 
Two Irish priests, Mr Francis White, a Lazarist, and Mr Dermit 
Grey, came from Spain, at his pressing calL They entered on 
their charge in the Glengarry estates in 1654. 

Mr Grey died in the island of Uist, in 1656, but Mr White 
laboured in the Mission for a much longer time. 

He withdrew in 1657, but reappeared in the Highlands after 
five years. After a second term of two years, he again dis- 
appeared for four ; but, returning once more in 1668, he remained 
in the Highlands till his death in 1679. His ministry had much 
success, both in confirming Catholics and in gaining converts ; 
and his name was long remembered with veneration in the dis- 
trict where he chiefly served. His portrait was kept in a room 
at Glengarry Castle, called Mr White's room, till the castle was 
burnt in 1746. 

It was no sinecure to undertake such a mission as was offered 
these good Priests. The privations of poverty, and the immi- 
nent risk of detection, equally tried their fortitude and their 
charity. 
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They travelled on foot about their wide district, attired as 
common, peasants ; and frequently through bypaths, over 
mountains, and along sequestered glens for the sake of privacy. 
At the time of the story (1654), it was summer, a season of the 
year when many Highland fanners used in those days to remove 
with their families and their cattle to shielings or cottages on 
the hills, where the cows consumed the grass and the farmers 
made their cheese and butter. One warm day, the Missionaries, 
hungry and tired, were glad to see a small shieling not far off* 
As they cautiously approached it, they observed two young men 
standing at one comer in serious consultation, which occupied 
them so deeply that they did not observe the approach of the 
strangers, till the Missionaries were close upon them. The 
Missionaries bade them good-day, and they returned the salute, 
but with an air of so much anxiety and sorrow, that it was evi- 
dent something very serious was weighing on their minds. After 
a little general conversation, the Missionaries expressed a hope 
that there was nothing of great moment to cause their dejection* 
The kind and frank manner in which this inquiry was made 
encouraged the young men to confide the cause of their great 
anxiety, " Our aged father,'' they said, " is lying in this shieling, 
to all appearance at the point of death. He is possessed of con- 
siderable property, and has several children. We are all of ua 
willing to acquiesce in any distribution of his property that he 
may choose to make, but, if he dies without a will, we foresee dis- 
putes in a family which has hitherto been a united one. Yet we 
cannot persuade him to make his will. He will not believe that 
he is to die at this time." One of the Missionaries replied ; " My 
companion here knows something of medicine, and will be able 
to judge of your father's state. If we can help you out of this 
difficulty we shall be happy to do so." 

The yoimg men cheered up, and at once led their new friends 
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to the InnUiile of their father, hoping that he would now get some 
advioo alH>ut his will ; for, as to any prescription for his health, 
it sivnii\l in his state to be utterly hopeless. When the Mission- 
ArioA Siuv Uio worn-out skeleton to which the old man was reduced, 
I hoy wore surprised the spark of life was not yet extinguished. 
Tho vouoralUo ]vatriarch was perfectly sensible, and they hastened 
to tv^uro him that he could not count on a single hour of life ; 
\^\aU indtH\l in his prosent state, it seemed a miracle that he was 
*tiU aliu\ and thoy accorvlingly urged him to arrange his worldly 
rttV;ui^ \\ it bout U^« of time. In a strong and peremptory tone, he 
d%'ohu\>l tbnt bo should not die at that time. The Missionaries 
ibxM^bt tboy )vrcoivi\l something unusual in the confidence with 
>x bu b bo >)Hxko, tboy tborofore be$:ged leave to ask him why he felt 
•K^ ooii,u\u i\> op|Hv<itii>n to every human probability. After some 
htOo boMtrttiou boat length said — *^ Though I were to tell you my 
»\v{^!»xM\» >ou >\oubl Ui^t Wliovo me, and you might, perhaps, even 
biWijb M u\o/* ** 1\\ no moians.^ i>?plied the priests, "we see you are 
rt turtu x\f >t i\\\\j; ^^uso and judgment" *• Well then," he replied, " I 
w \\\ w\\ >\m ; \ Am a l^iibolics anvl for the last seven years I have 
jMs^^ \sl tVv> oxnl^N t*^ iu\U uu\niing and evening, that He would not 
)oi \\\o d)o >\i(bxn\t tbo bolp of tho sacraments. I know He has 
i\\ Ui> tuowN b.oanl aivl gruited my prayer; but there is no 
l^vivvsi t\x )v <\^t boro at pix^s^nu and I shall not die till I shall 
ba>o jinvu \\M«\** 

*u> u\\ tviond ; * oxdAinhxl one of the Missionaries with 
04l\v^li\\)^ *" i)nv\ ba:^ \ud<N\l h<«i^ ViMDUT praver, and has directed ns 
tbi* w^)- >v\ibv^ut our knowing why, in onier to grant yoa the 
Mtvsdiu^ YOU haw s%> i^KiOY^rin^ly piayed for. We aie priests 
iK\u\ livlaud« i\n \Mir w;i^v lo 01en^:^UTT, and we have here with xa 
ev«iy thi^g K^](ui^ie u> giv«> yvHi all that yon need.* * Oofc widi 
yoi^ i^y aou» till I make my iv>nl^^is4on,' w» the old man's reply; 
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After his confession lie received the sacred viaticum. Then he 
declared how he wished his property to be divided among his 
family, and, lastly, received extreme unction, which was hardly 
finished when he gently expired. 



II. 

Alban Butler relates the story of the old woman at Strata 
Florida and the Marquis of Worcester, in his " Feasts and Fasts," 
and gives as his authority Dr Thomas Bayley, in his Apothegms 
of the Marquis of Worcester. 



M. JASMIN. 

Extract of an article in the Revue des Deux Mondes, tontten teveral 

yean hefore the poefs death, 

M. Jasmin, the author of " The BHnd Girl of Castel CuiU^," is 
neither an agriculturalist nor a tender of flocks, but a hairdresser 
at Agen, in the south of France. M. Jasmin is not unsuited to his 
occupation (one held dear by Gil Bias and Figaro) by the poetic 
turn his mind has taken, or the kind of talent with which he is 
gifted. He is a true native of the south of France, of the genuine 
and sterling race of the Marots ; one in whose shop Moli^re would 
have delighted to sit, as was his wont in the house of the barber 
of Pezenas. Much has been lately said of M. Eeboul of Nismes 
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who, while foUowing the humble avocation of a baker, has been 
inspired with a poetic vein, to which the lyre of Lamartine has 
responded and paid tribute. But the inspiration of Beboul has 
nothing in common with that of Jasmin, 

Beboul is essentially a French poet of the meditative school ; 
he writes and versifies harmoniously in classic French ; but his 
originality consists stiU more in the contrast between his writings 
and his avocation than in the character of his poetry. Obliged to 
support himself by manual labour, Eeboul^ although not ashamed 
of his condition, neither glories nor takes pleasure in it ; sincerely 
religious, he considers his lot as a part of the duty imposed upon 
him by his Maker. At a certain hour of the day, when Beboul 
can command a little leisure, he lays aside his working dress, and 
in the retirement of his little cell, in meditation before a crucifix, 
with the Bible on one hand, and Comeille on the other, he gives 
up his whole soul to poetry. 

The works of Jasmin consist of a volume entitled *' Los Papil- 
lotos" ("The Curl Papers"), and of a charming little poem, 
« L'Abuglo de Castel CmM " (" The Blind Girl of Castel Cuill^ "). 
both of them written in the dialect of his native province, a 
mixture of French and Spanish. " Los Papillotos *' is a collec- 
tion of various poems written between 1825 and 1835. The 
events of his life are related in it One of them, called " Mons 
Souvenirs " (" My Beminiscences "), contains &o graphic an account 
of Jasmin's adventures, and bears about it such an impress of 
reality, that it is difficult not to consider it as an autobiography. 

James Jasmin (Jaquou Jansemin) was bom in 1797 or 1798. 
" The last century, old and broken down, had no more," says he, 
" than a couple of years to pass upon the earth, when, in the 
corner of an old building, inhabited by a nation of rats, one Maun- 
day Thursday there came into the world a child, the offspring of 
a lame father and a lame mother, and this little brat was no other 
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than myseK. When a prince is bom, he is saluted with cannon, 
and the salnte is to proclaim the general happiness ; but as for me, 
poor son of a poor tailor, not even a pop-gun proclaimed my 
arrival. I was bom, however, in the midst of a tremendous 
clamour, raised at the door of a neighbour, on the occasion of a 
nuptial serenade ; the horns and kettles, the marrow-bones and 
cleavers, resounded in my new-bom ears, accompanied by a song 
of thirty couplets, the composition of my father." Jasmin's fathen 
composed the greater part of the burlesque verses sung so fre- 
quently at rustic weddings. Here we find hereditary talent for 
poetry quite as satisfactorily established as in the case of the two 
Marots. 

The boyhood of poor Jasmin was marked by many troubles. 
He had an instinctive dread of school, and when his mother at 
her work would look at him sorrowfully, and talk in a low voice 
about school to his grandfather, he would shed tears. One day 
their poverty burst upon him with a force that made an indelible 
impression on his. mind. It was a Monday, he was just ten years 
old, and was playing jin the street. An old man was carried by in 
an arm-chair, and in the aged sufferer he recognised his grand- 
father. " Oh ! grandfather," he cried, throwing himseK on his 
neck, " where are you going ? — why do you weep ?" " My child," 
said the old man, "I am going to the hospital: it is there the 
Jasmins die.** In five days* time he was no more. From that 
sad Monday the boy never forgot the poverty of his family. 

" At length," says Jasmin, " joyful day ! my mother running 
to me in an ecstacy of delight, cried out, * To school, my child ! 
— to school ! ' ' What,' I asked, * are we grown rich, then ? ' * No, 
my poor boy,* she replied, * but you are to have your schooling for 
nothing.' " The boy was diligent ; in six months more he knew 
how to read ; six months afterwards he could serve at mass ; in 
another six months he was raised to the choir. In six months 
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more lie entered the college on tlie foundation, but only for six 
months : lie was, however, beginning to distinguish himself. 

Poor Jasmin was, however, expelled suddenly from college for 
pilfering sweetmeats, and was compeUed to return home. 

Jasmin's love for poetry continued unabated. In his little 
room under the tiles the young aspirant spent part of his nights 
in reading, musing, and making his first attempts in verse. He 
read with delight the works of Florian : poverty was forgotten, 
and the hospital vanished from his memory. His razor in the 
meantime performed its part, and while his brain was teeming 
with poetry, the chins of his customers may be supposed to have 
been in no small danger. In due time he opened a little shop 
on his own account in the beautiful Promenade du Grravier, and 
from the very first he prospered in his business. His shop was 
not crowded with customers, to be sure ; but, as the proverb goes, 
"S'il ne pleut pas, il bruine," " If it does not rain, it grizzles." 
In short, hair-dressing and poems produced at last a gentle inflnT 
of prosperity ; and Jasmin, in one of his poetic flights, knocked 
to pieces the formidable arm-chair in which his forefathers had 
been carried to the hospital Instead of going to the hospital he 
went to a notary, and saw his name — ^the first of his family — 
figuring conspicuously in the tax-gatherer's book. Oh, what an 
honour ! 

Since Jasmin's poetical reputation was established he has been 
able — ^thanks to the sale of lus productions, and the interest his 
townspeople took in them — ^to purchase the house he inhabits, 
and to secure a small independence, which seems to fulfil the 
extent of his wishes. 

Jasmin has already withstood that kind of temptation which 
invariably attends success. He was advised to go to Paris, but 
his good sense pointed out to him his right sphere. In some 
pretty lines, addressed to a rich agriculturalist of Toulouse, who 
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gave him this advice, he refates playfully the flattering reasons 
his friend advanced, by a statement of his tastes and inclina- 
tions, and of his moderate wishes. " In my town, where every 
one works, let me remain as I am. Every summer, happier than 
a king, I lay up my provision for the winter, and then I sing like 
a chaffinch under the shade of a poplar or an ash, too happy to 
grow gray in the land which gave me birth. As soon in the 
summer as the pretty chirping of the nimble grasshopper is heard, 
the young sparrow takes wing, and forsakes the nest where he first 
felt his growing plumage : but the wise man acts not thus." 
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** A more complete collection of incidents and anecdotes, com- 
bined with events of greater weight, could not be compressed into 
so compact, yet perfectly roomy, a space." — Tablet, 

By the same Author. 

Life of St. Philip Neri. New Edition. 

2s. 6d. ; cheap edition, 2s. 



NARRATIVE OF MISSIONS. 

The Corean Martyrs. By Canon Short- 
land. Cloth, 2s. 

A narrative of Missions^ and Martyrdoms too little 
known in this country. 

** This is a notice of the martyrs who have hWtn in this most 
interesting mission, and of the history of its rise and progress up 
to the present day," — Tablet. 

**No one can read this interesting volume without the most 
genuine admiration of, and sympathy with, such zeal and con- 
stancy." — Literary Churchman. 



MISSIONARY BIOGRAPHY, 

I. Life of Henry Dorie, Martyr. Trans- 
lated by Lady Herbert, is. 6d. ; cloth, 2s. 

** The circulation of such lives as this of Henry Doric will do 
much to promote a spirit of zeal, and to move hearts hitherto 
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stagnant because they have not been stirred to the generous deeds 
which characterise Catholic virtues.** — Tablet, 

2. Theophane Venard^ Martyr in Tonquin. 

Edited by the Same, 2s. ; cloth elegant, 3 s. 

** The life of this martyr is not so much a biography as a series 
of letters translated by Lady Herbert, in which the life of Theo- 
phane Venard unfolds itself by degrees, and in the most natural 
and interesting way. His disposition was affectionate, and formed 
for ardent friendship ; hence, his correspondence is full of warmth 
and tenderness, and his love of his sister in particular is exemplary 
and striking. During ten years he laboured under Mgr. Retord, 
in the western district of Tonquin, and his efforts for the conver- 
sion of souls were crowned with singular success. During the 
episcopate of his Bishop no less than 40,000 souls were added to 
the flock of Christ, and Venard was peculiarly instrumental in 
gathering in this harvest.** — Northern Press. 

** We cannot take leave of this little volume Mdthoutan acknow- 
ledgment to Lady Herbert for the excellent English dress in which 
she has presented it to the British public ; certainly, no lives are 
more calculated to inspire vocation to the noble work of the 
apostolic life than those of Dorie and Venard.** — Tablet, 

3. Life of Bishop Bruie. Edited by the 

Same. 



The Martyrdom of St. Cecilia : a Drama. 

By Albany J. Christie, SJ. With a Frontis- 
piece after Molitor. Elegant cloth, 5s. 

** Well-known and beautiful drama.'* — Tablet. 

** The receipt of the fourth edition of this beautiful play assures 
us that our own opinion of its merits has been shared by a wide 
circle of the Catholic public. The binding is exquisite, and the 
picture of St. Cecilia is a work of art.** — TFeekly Register \ 
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The Life of M. OlieVy Founder of the 

Seminary of St. Sulpice ; with Notices of his 
most Eminent Contemporaries. By Edward 
Healy Thompson, M.A. Cloth, 4s. 

This Biography has received the special appro- 
bation of the Abbe Faillon, Author of " La Vie de 
M. Olier;" and of the Very Reverend Paul Dubreul, 
D.D., Superior of the Seminary of St. Sulpice, 
Baltimore, U.S. 

Edited by the Same. 

The Life of St. Charles Borromeo. Cloth, 
3s. 6d. 

Also, lately published, by Mr. Thompson. 

The Hidden Life of Jesus: a Lesson and 

Model to Christians. Translated from the 
French of BouDON. Cloth, 3s. 

** This profound and valuable work has been very carefully and 
ably translated by Mr. Thompson. We shall be glad to receive 
more of that gentleman's publications, for good translation, whe- 
ther from the French or any other language, is not too common 
amongst us. The publication is got up with the taste always 
displayed by the firm of Burns, Oates, and Co." — Register. 

** The more we have of such works as * The Hidden Life of 
Jesus,' the better." — fVestminster Gazette: 

" A book of searching power." — Church Review. 

**We have often regretted that this writer's works are not 
better known." — Universe. 

"We earnestly recommend its study and practice to all readers.*' 
-—Tahlet. 

** We have to thank Mr. Thompson for this translation of a 
valuable work which has long been popular in France.'* — Dublin 
Review. 

** A good translation." — Month. 
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Devotion to the Nine Choirs of Holy Angels, 

and especially to the Angel Guardians. Trans- 
lated from the Same. 3s. 

" We congratulate Mr. Thompson on the way in which he ha s 
accomplished his task, and we earnestly hope that an increased 
devotion to the Holy Angels may be tlie reward of his labour of 
love." — Tablet, 

"A beautiful translation." — The Month. 

'*The translation is extremely well done." — Weekly Register, 

Library of Religious Biography. Edited by 

Edward Healy Thompson. 
Vol. I , The Life of St, Aloysius Gonzaga, S.J. 5s. 

'* We gladly hail the first instalment of Mr. Healy Thompson's 
Library of Religious Biography. The life before us brings out 
strongly a characteristic of the Saint which is, perhaps, little appre- 
ciated by many who have been attracted to him chiefly by the 
purity and early holiness which have made him the chosen patron 
of the young. This characteristic is his intense energy of will, 
which reminds us of another Saint, of a very different vocation and 
destiny, whom he is said to have resembled also in personal appear- 
ance — the great St. Charles Borromeo." — Dublin Reviev). 

<<The book before us contains numberless traces of a thought- 
ful and tender devotion to the Saint. It shows a loving pene- 
tration into his spirit, and an appreciation of the secret motives 
of his action, which can only be the result of a deeply affectionate 
study of his life and character." — Month, 

Vol. 2. The Life of Marie Eustelle Harpain ; 
or, the Angel of the Eucharist. 5s. 

"The life of Marie Eustelle Harpain possesses ar special value 
and interest apart from its extraordinary natural and supernatural 
beauty, from the feet that to her example and to the effect of her 
writings is attributed in great measure the wonderful revival of 
devotion to the Blessed Sacrament in France, and consequently 
throughout Western Christendom."— Z)«M« Review, 

'* A more complete instance of that life of purity and close 
union with God in the world of which we have just been speak- 
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ing IS to be found in the history of Marie Eustelle Harpain, the 
sempstress of Saint-Pallais. The writer of the present volume 
has had the advantage of very copious materials in the French 
works on which his own work is founded, and Mr. Thompson has 
discharged his office as editor with his usual diligence and 
accuracy." — 7Ae Month. 

Vol. 3. The Life of St. Stanislas Kostka. 5s, 

** We strongly recommend this biography to our readers, ear- 
nestly hoping that the writer's object may thereby be attained in 
an incre^e of affectionate veneration for one of whom Urban 
VIII. exclaimed that, although * a little youth,' he was jndeed 
* a great saint.* " — labUt, 

'* There has been no adequate biography of St. Stanislas. In 
rectifying this want, Mr. Thompson has earned a title to the 
gratitude of English-speaking Catholics. The engaging Saint of 
Poland will now be better known among us, and we need not fear 
that, better known, he will not be better loved." — JVeekly Register. 

The Life of S. Teresa, written by herself: 

a new Translation from the last Spanish Edition. 
To which is added for the first time in English 
The Relations, or the Manifestations of her 
Spiritual State which the Saint submitted to her 
Confessors, Translated by David Lewis. In 
a handsome volume, 8vo, cloth, los. 6d. 

" The work is incomparable 5 and Mr. Lewis's rare faithfulness 
and felicity as a translator are known so well, that no word of ours 
can be necessary to make the volume eagerly looked for." — 
Dublin Review, 

** We have in this grand book perhaps the most copious spiritual 
autobiography of a Saint, and of a highly-favoured Saint, that 
exists." — Month, 



The Life of Margaret Mary Alacoque. By 

the Rev. F. Tickell, S.J. 8vo, cloth, 7s. 6d. 

*' It is long since we have had such a pleasure as the reading of Fa- 
ther TickelPs book has afibrded us. No incident of her holy life fi-om 
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birth to death seems to be wanting, and the volume appropriately 
closes with an account of her beatification." — TFeekly Register, 

** It is one of those high-class spiritual biographies which ^11 
be best appreciated in religious communities." — JVestminster 
Gazette, 

** Of Father Tickell*s labours we can say ^dth pleasure that he 
as given us a real biography, in which the Saint is everything, and 
the biographer keeps in the background." — Dublin Review. 

* We can only hope that the life may carry on, as it is worthy 
of doing, the apostolate begun in our countiy by one who our 
Lord desires should be ' as a brother to His servant, sharing equally 
in these spiritual goods, united wdth her to His own Heart for 
ever.'"— r^/«t. 

** The work could hardly have been done in a more unpretend- 
ing, and at the same time more satisfactory, manner than in the 
volume now before us." — Month, 



The Day Hours of the Church. Latin and 

English. Cloth, js. 

Also, separately. 
The Offices of Prime and Compline. 8d. 
The Offices of Tierce, Sext, and None. 3d. 

** Prime and Compline are the morning and evening prayers 
which the Church has drawn up for her children ; and, for our 
part, we can wish for nothing better. We know not where 
an improvement could be suggested, and therefore we see not why 
anything should have been substituted ' for them. , . . Why 
should not their use be restored ? Why should they not become 
the standard devotions of all Catholics, whether alone or in their 
families ? Why may we not hope to have them more solemnly 
performed — chanted even every day in all religious communities ; 
or, where there is a sufficient number of persons, even in family 
chapels ? " — Cardinal Wiseman. 

** These beautiful little books, which have received the im- 
primatur of his Grace the Archbishop, are a zealous priest's 
answers to the most eminent Cardinal's questions — such answers 
as would have gladdened his heart could they have been given 
when first demanded. But the Cardinal lives in his successors 
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and what he so greatly desired should be done is in progress of 
full performance." — Tablet, 

"The publication of these Offices is another proof of what we 
have before alluded to, viz., the increased liturgical taste of the 
present day." — Catholic Opinion 



POPULAR DEVOTION, 

* Now ready. 

Devotions for the Ecclesiastical Seasons^ 

s consisting of Psalms, Hymns, Prayers, &c., suited 
for Evening Services, and arranged for Singing. 
Cloth,, IS. Also in separate Nos. at 2d, each, for 
distribution, as follows : — 



1. Advent and Christmas. 

2. Septuagesima to Easter. 

3. Paschal Time. 



4. Whitsuntide. 

5. Sundays after Pentecost. 

6. Feasts of our Lady. 



7. Saints' Days. 

Music for the whole, is. 6d. 

**A valuable addition to our stock of popular devotions." 
— Dublin Review, 



Church Music and Church Choirs : i . The 

Music to be Sung; 2. The proper Singers; 
3. The Place for the Choir. 2s. 

'' The special value of this pamphlet, and the seasonableness 
of its circulation, lie in this : that it attempts to solve — and, we 
believe, does really solve — several important points as to the 
proper kinds of music to be used in our public Offices, and more 
especially at High Mass." — Tablet, 

« We earnestly recommend all who can do so to procure and 
study this pamphlet." — Weekly Register. 

" Masterly and exhaustive articles." — Catholic Opinion. 
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Liturgical Directions for Organists ^ Singer Sy 

and Composers. Contains the Instructions of the 
Holy See on the proper kind of Music for the 
Church, from the Council of Trent to the present 
time ; and thus furnishes choirs with a guide for 
selection. Fcp. 8vo, 6d. 



New Meditations for each Day in the Tear 

on the Life of our Lord Jesus Christ. By a 
Father of the Society of Jesus. With the ihi- 
primatur of his Grace the Archbishop of West- 
minster. Second Edition. Vols. I. and II., 
price 4s. 6d. each ; or complete in two vols., 9s. 

« We can heartily recommend this book for its style and sub- 
stance ; it bears with it several strong recommendations. . . . 
It is solid and practical without being dreary or commonplace." 
JVestminster Gazette. 

** A work of great practical utility, and we give it our earnest 
recom mendation. ' * — Weekly Register, 



The Day Sanctified : being Meditations and 

Spiritual Readings for Daily Use. Selected from 
the Works of Saints and approved writers of the 
Catholic Church. Fcp., cloth, 3s. 6d. ; red 
edges, 4s. 

** Of the many volumes of meditation on sacred subjects which 
have appeared in the last few years, none has seemed to us so well 
adapted to its object as the one before us," — Tablet. 

« Deserves to be specially mentioned." — Month, 

** Admirable in every sense." — Church Times. 

** Many of the Meditations are of great beauty. , . . They 
form, in fact, excellent little sermons, and we have no doubt will 
be largely used as such." — Literary Churchman. 
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0«r Father: Popular Discourses on the 

Lord's Prayer. By Dr. Emanuel Veith, 
Preacher in Ordinary in the Cathedral of 
Vienna. (Dr. V. is one of the most eminent 
preachers on the Continent.) Cloth, 3s. 6d. 

« We can heartily recommend these as accurate, devotional, and 
practical." — Weitmimter Ga%ette, 

** We are happy to receive and look over once more this beauti- 
ful work on the Lord's Prayer — most profitable reading." — Weekly 
Register. 

** Most excellent manual.'* — Church Review. 



Little Book of the Love of God. By Count 

Stolberg. With Life of the Author. Cloth, 2s. 



<c 



An admirable little treatise, perfectly adapted to our language 
and modes of thought." — Bishop of Birmingham, . 



NEW BOOK FOR HOLT COMMUNION. 

Refections and Prayers for Holy Communion. 

Translated from the French. Uniform with 
" Imitation of the Sacred Heart." With Preface 
by Archbishop Manning. Fcp. 8vo, cloth, 
4s. 6d. ; bound, red edges, 5s. ; calf, 8s. ; 
morocco, 9s. 

** The Archbishop has marked his approval of the work by 
writing a preface for it, and describes it as 'a valuable addition 
to our books of devotion.* We may mention that it contains * two 
very beautiful methods of hearing Mass,' to use the words of the 
Archbishop in the Preface." — Register. 

** A book rich with the choicest and most profound Catholic 
devotions." — Church Review. 
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Holy Confidence, By Father Rogacci, of the 

Society of Jesus. One vol. i8mo, cloth, 2s. 

** As an attack on the great enemy, despair, no work could be 
more effective j while it adds another to a stock of books of devo- 
tion which is likely to be much prized." — Weekly Register. 

**This little book, addressed to those *who strive to draw 
nearer to God and to unite themselves more closely with Him,* 
is one of the most useful and comforting that we have read for a 
long time. We earnestly commend this little book to all 
troubled souls, feeling sure that they will find in it abundant 
cause for joy and consolation." — Tablet, 



The Invitation Heeded: Reasons for a 

Return to Catholic Unity. By James Kent 
Stone, late President of Kenyon College, Gambier, 
Ohio, and of Hobart College. Cloth, 5s. 6d. 

** A very important contribution to our polemical literature, 
which can hardly fail to be a standard work on the Anglican con- 
troversy." — Dr» Broivnson in the New York Tablet. 

•^* Of this able work 3000 have already been sold in America. 



The New Testament Narrative^ in the 

Words of the Sacred Writers. With Notes, 
Chronological Tables, and Maps. A book for 
those who, as a matter of education or of devotion, 
wish to be thoroughly well acquainted with the 
Life of our Lord. What is narrated by each of 
His Evangelists is woven into a continuous and 
chronological narrative. Thus the study of the 
Gospels is complete and yet easy. Cloth, 2S. 

"The compilers deserve great praise for the manner in which 
they have performed their task. We commend this little volume 
as well and carefully printed, and as furnishing its readers, more- 
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over, with a great amount of useful information in the tables in- 
serted at the end." — Month, 

** It is at once clear, complete, and beautiful," — Catholic Opinion, 



Balmez: Protestantism and Catholicism 

compared in their Effects upon European Civilisa- 
tion. Cloth, 7s. 6d. 

•#• A new edition of this far-famed Treatise. 



the See of St. Peter. By T. W. Allies. 

A new and improved edition, with Preface on 
the present State of the Controversy. 4s. 6d. 



Lallemanfs Doctrine of the Spiritual Life. 

Edited by Dr. Faber. New Edition. Cloth, 
4s. 6d. 

** This excellent work has a twofold value, being both a bio- 
graphy and a volume of meditations. Father Lallemant's life 
does not abound with events, but its interest lies chiefly in the 
fact that his world and his warfare were within. His ' Spiritual 
Doctrine' contains an elaborate analysis of the wants, dangers, 
trials, and aspirations of the inner man, and supplies to the 
thoughtful and devout reader the most valuable instructions for 
the attainment of heavenly wisdom, grace, and strength." — 
Catholic Times. 

"A treatise of the very highest value," — Month. 

** The treatise is preceded by a short account of the writer*! 
life, and has had the wonderful advantage of being edited by the 
late Father Faber." — Weekly Register. 

** One of the very best of Messrs. Burns and Co.'s publications 
is this new edition of F, Lallemant's * Spiritual Doctrine,*" — 
Westminster Gazette, 
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The Rivers of Damascus and Jordan : a 

Causerie. By a Tertiary of the Order of St. 
Dominick. 4s. 

** Good solid reading,** — Month, 

**Well done, and in a truly charitable spirit." — Catholic Opinion, 
** It treats the subject in so novel and forcible a light, that we 
are fascinated in spite of ourselves, and irresistibly led on to follow 
its arguments and rejoice at its conclusions,** — Tablet. 



Eudoxia: a Tale of the Fifth Century. 

From the German of Ida, Countess Hahn- 
Hahn. Cloth elegant, 4s, 

** This charming tale may be classed among such instructive as 
well as entertaining works as < Fabiola * and *Callista. * It adds 
another laurel to the brow of the fair Countess." — ffeekly Register, 

** Instructive and interesting book." — Northern Press, 



Tales for the Many. By Cyril Austin. 

In Five Numbers, at 2d. each; also, cloth, is.; 
gilt edges, is. 6d, 

** Calculated to do good in our lending-libraries." — Tablet, 

« We wish the volume all the success it deserves, and shall 

always welcome with pleasure any effort from the same quarter,** 

—Weekly Register, 

** One of the most delightful books which Messrs. Burns and 

Oates have brought out to charm children at this festive season." 

— Catholic Opinion, 

In the Snow; or. Tales of Mount St. 

Bernard, By the Rev Dr. Anderdon. Cloth 
neat, 3s. 6d. 

"A collection of pretty stories." — Star, 

** An excellent book for a present." — Universe, 
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** A capital book of stories." — Catholic Opinion, 

** An agreeable book." — Church Review. 

** An admirable fireside companion," — Nation, 

** A very interesting volume of tales." — Freeman, 

" Several successive stories arc related by different people as- 

embled together, and thus a greater scope is given for variety, 

not only of the matter, but also the tone of each story, according 

to the temper and position of the narrators. Beautifiilly printed, 

tastefiilly bound, and reflects great credit on the publishers." 

** A pleasing contribution." — Month. 

** A charming volume. We congratulate Catholic parents and 
children on the appearance of a book which may be given by the 
former with advantage, and read by the latter with pleasure and 
edification." — Dublin Review, 

By the same Author. 

The Seven Ages of Clarewell : A History of 

a Spot of Ground. Cloth, 3s. 

** We have an attractive work from the pen of an author who 
knows how to combine a pleasing and lively style with the 
promotion of the highest principles and the loftiest aims. The 
volume before us is beautifully bound, in a similar way to * In 
the Snow,' by the same author, and is therefore very suitable 
for a present." — JVeitmimter Gazette. 

" A pleasing novelty in the style and character of the book, 
which is well and clearly sustained in the manner it is carried 
out." — Northern Press, 

'^ Each stage furnishes the material for a dramatic scene ; are 
very well hit off, and the whole makes up a graphic picture."— 
Month. 

** * Clarewell * will give not only an hour of pleasant reading, 
but will, from the nature of the subject, be eminently suggestive 
of deep and important truths." — Tablet, 



WORKS Br LADr GEORGIANA FULLERTON, 

Life of Mary Fitzgerald, a Child of the 

Sacred Heart. Price is.; cloth extra, 2s. 
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PTO^KS BTLADTGEORGIANA FULLERTON {continued). 

Rose Leblanc. A Tale of great interest. 

Cloth, 3 s. 

Grantley Manor. (The well-known and fa- 
vourite Novel). Cloth, 3 s. ; cheap edition, 
2S, 6d. 

Life of St. Frances of Rome. Neat cloth, 

2S. 6d. ; cheap edition, is. 8d. 
Edited by the Same. 

Our Lady's Little Books. Neat cloth, 2s. ; 

separate Numbers, 4d. each. 

Life of the Honourable E. Dormer y late of 

the 60th Rifles, is. ; cloth extra, 2s. 

Helpers of the Holy Souls. 6d. 



^ales from the Diary of a Sister of Mercy . 

By C. M. Brame. 

Contents : The Double Marriage — The Cross and 
the Crown — ^The Novice — The Fatal Accident — The 
Priest's Death — The Gambler's Wife — The Apostate 
— The Besetting Sin. 

Beautifully bound in bevelled cloth, 3s. 6d* 

'* Written in a chaste, simple, and touching style." — Tablet, 

"This book is a casket; and those who open it will find the 
gem within." — Register. 

** Calculated to promote the spread of virtue, and to check that 
of vice ; and cannot fail to have a good effect upon all — young 
and old — into whose hands it may fall." — Nation, 

** A neat volume, composed of agreeable and instructive tales. 
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Each of its tales concludes with a moral, which supplies food fo^ 
reflection." — Wiestminster Gavutte, 

" They are well and cleverly told, and the volume is neatly got 
up." — Month. 

^' Very well told ; all full of religious allusions and expressions/' 
'—Star, 

**Very well written, and life-like — many very pathetic,"— 
Catholic Opinion, 

"An excellent work; reminds us forcibly of Father Price's 
« Sick Calls.* '^-^Uni-verse. 

" A very interesting series of tales." — Sun, 

By the Same, 

Angels^ Visits : A Series of Tales. With 

Frontispiece and Vignette. 3s. 6d. 

1 

** The tone of the book is excellent, and it will certainly make 
itself a great favourite with the young." — Month, 

** Beautiful collection of Angel Stories. All who may wish to 
give any dear children a book which speaks in tones suited to the 
sweet simplicity of their innocent young hearts about holy things 
cannot do better than send for * Angels' Visits,* **'—JVeekly 
Register, 

" One of the prettiest books forchildrenwe have seen," — Tablet, 

" A book which excites more than ordinary praise. We have 
great satisfaction in recommending to parents and all who have 
the charge of children this charming volume." — Northern Press. 

" A good present for children. An improvement on the * Diary 
of a Sister of Mercy.* " — Universe, 

" Touchingly written, and evidently the emanation of a refined 
and pious mind," — Church Times, 

** A charming little book, full of beautiful stories of the family 
of angels.*' — Church Opinion, 

" A nicely-written volume,*' — Bookseller, 

" Gracefully- written stories." — Star, 

Just out, ornamental cloth, 5s. 

Legends of Our Lady and the Saints: or, Our 

Children's Book of Stories in Verse. Written 
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for the Recitations of the Pupils of the Schools of 
the Holy Child Jesus, St. Leonards-on-Sea. 
Cheap Edition, 2s. 6d. 

'' It 18 a beautiful religious idea that is realised in the ' Legends 
of Our Lady and the Saints.' We are bound to add that it has 
been successfully carried out by the good nuns of St. Leonards. 
The children of their Schools are unusually favoured in having so 
much genius and taste exerted for their instruction and delight. 
The book is very daintily decorated and bound, and forms a 
charming present for pious children." — Tablet, 

" The * Legends * are so beautiful, that they ought to be read by 
all lovers of poetry,** ^Bookseller, 

'* Graceful poems.** — Month, 



Edith Sydney: a Tale of the Catholic 

Movement. By Miss Oxenham. 5s. 

'^ A novel for the novel-reader, and at the same time it is a 
guide to the convert and a help to their instructors." — Universe, 

** Miss Oxenham shows herself to be a fair writer of a contro- 
versial tale, as well as a clever delineator of character." — Tablet. 

'* A charming romance. We introduce * Edith Sydney * to 
our readers, confident that she will be a safe and welcome visitor 
in many a domestic circle, and will attain high favour with the 
Catholic reading public." — Nation, 

*^ Miss Oxenham seems to possess considerable powers for the 
delineation of character and incident." — Month, 



Not Tet: a Tale of the Present Time. 

By Miss Oxenham. 5s. 

'* The lighter order of Catholic literature receives a very wel- 
come addition in this story, which is original and very striking. 
The author is mistress of a style which is light and pleasant. 
The work is one to which we can give our heartiest commenda- 
tion." — Cork Examiner, 

** We are indebted to Miss Oxenham for one of the most in- 

BURNS, OuTTES^ & CO,, 17, PORTMAN STREET, fT. 



CATALOGUE OF BOOKS, 19 

teresting sensational Catholic tales yet published," —■ Ga/W/f 
Opinion, 

<< Wholesome and pleasant reading, evincing a refined and 
cultivated understanding." — Union Re'vlew, 

** MissOxenham's work would rank well even among Middle's 
novels, although its one-volume form is likely to be unfavourable 
in the eyes of ordinary novel-readers $ but, in nine cases out of 
ten, a novelette is more effective than a regular novel, and any 
more padding would have merely diluted the vivid and unflagging 
interest which the authoress of * Not Yet ' has imparted to her 
elegantly-bound volume. The plot is as original as a plot can 
be j^it is well laid and carefully and ably worked out." — West- 
minster Gazette, 



Nellie Nette ville: a Tale of Ireland in 

the Time of Cromwell. By Cecilia Caddell, 
Author of " Wild Times." 5s. ; cheap edition, 
3 s. 6d. 

** A very interesting story. The author's style is pleasing, pic- 
turesque, and good, and we recommend our readers to obtain the 
book for themselves." — Church News, 

** A tale well told and of great interest." — Catholic Opinion, 

" Pretty pathetic story — well told." — Star. 

" Pretty book-history of cruelties inflicted by Protestant domi- 
nation in the sister country — fiill of stirring and affecting pass- 
ages." — Church Review. 

** Tale is well told, and many of the incidents, especially the 
burning of the chapel with the priest and congregation by the 
Cromwellian soldiers, are intensely inteTesting,"— Universe, 

** By a writer well known, whose reputation will certainly not 
suffer by her new production." — Month, 

Marie ; oVy the Workwoman of Liege. By 

Cecilia Caddell. Cloth, 3s. 6d. 

** This is another of those valuable works like that of * Marie 
Eustelle Harpain.' Time would fail us were we to enumerate 
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either her marvellous acts of charity, or the heroic sufferings she 
endured for the sake of others, or the wonderful revelations with 
which her faith and charity were rewarded." — Tablet. 

** The author of * Wild Times,* and other favourite works, 
to be congratulated on the issue of a volume which is of more 
service than any book of fiction, however stirring. It is a beau- 
tiful work — beautifiil in its theme and in its execution."— ^^^y^^ 
Register. 

** Miss Caddell has given us a very interesting biography of 
* Marie Sellier, the Workwoman of Li^ge,* known in the 1 7th 
century as * Soeur Marie Albert.' Examples such as that so grace- 
fully^ set forth in this volume are much needed among iif£' — 
Mouth, 



The Countess of Glosswood: a Tale of the 

Times of the Stuarts. From tile French. 3s. 6d. 

**The tale is well written, andthe translation seems cleverly 
done." — Month, 

** This volume is prettily got up, afl||.we can strongly recom- 
mend it to all as an excellent and instnfctive little book to place 
in the hands of the young," — -JFestminster Gazette. 

"An excellent translation, and a very pretty tale, well told," 
•—Catholic Opinion, 

** This is a pretty tale of a Puritan conversion in the time of 
Charles II., prettily got up, and a pleasing addition to our 
lending-libraries." — Tablet, 

** This tale belongs to a class of which we have had to thank 
Messrs. Burns for many beautiful specimens. Such books, while 
they are delightful reading to us who are happily Catholics, have 
another important merit — they set forth the claims of Catholicism, 
and must do a vast deal of good among Protestants who casually 
meet with and peruse them. The book before us is beautifully 
got up, and would be an ornament to any table." — Weekly Register, 
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